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TO THE READER. 


T. the following ſheets were to be ſeen only by the per- 
ſons immediately concerned, -who were at once the 
writers, and the ſubjects, of them, no introduction would 
be neceſſary ; but as they may hereafter fall into the hands 
of ſuch as ſtand in no kind of relation to them, a ſhort 
account of their origin, &c, has been judged indiſpen- 
ſable, | 

In the ſummer of 1788, Lord Groſvenor invited a nu- 
merous party of his relations, friends, and acquaintance, 
to Eaton-Hall, to celebrate the birth-day of Lord Bel- 
grave, who came to age, in the ſpring of that year. As 
they met before the arrival of the period peculiarly ſet 
apart for the feſtival, his Lordſhip propoſed, in a ſportive 
moment, that a little journal ſhould be kept of their pro- 
ceedings, and produced every morning at breakfaſt, As 
this could not occupy a large ſpace, he farther propoſed to 
admit any little piece of proſe, or verſe, whoſe ſubject 
might not be entirely foreign “ from the company: and it 
was hoped by theſe means, that a ſheet might be ſerved up 
every morning with the tea. 

The paper took its name from a SALT-BOX, which was 
appointed to receive the contributions. THis was ex- 


® To this there is but one exception; i. e. the Elegy in No. xvIII. 
But beſides, that this was expreſsly written for the Salt-box z there were 
o her reaſons that determined us to inſert it, 

amined 


Covi 1 
amined every evening, and the contents arranged and 
_ tranſcribed by the writer of this introduction, who had the 
honour of being appointed EpiToR. 

As theſe ſheets were not intended for the world, no apo- 
logy is neceſſary for them, Should they, however, meet 
the eye of any that were not preſent at their birth, it is 
but juſtice to remind them, that they ought to judge with 
candour, of what was almoſt inſtantaneouſly produced, 
amidſt a variety of avocations, that left little leiſure for ac- 
curacy, and leſs for reviſion and amendment. During the 
greateſt part of the time, the SALT-BOX regularly accom- 
panied the breakfaſt; and the little occurrences of one 
morning, were committed to paper, and read over the next. 
The © nonum præmatur in annam” was never more glaringly 
neglected, 18 
It is to be lamented, that this work will have the fate of 
all local and temporary productions. The little ſtrokes 
that were perfectly obvious to the company, will eſcape the 
notice of the common reader; and the « flafhes of mer- 
« riment (and many ſuch there were) that fat the table in a 
« roar,” will be cenſured as impertinent, or pitied as in- 
ſufferably dull. Vet with all theſe deductions, enough will 
remain to ſhew, that among the contributors to this publi- 
cation, there were writers of no common abilities ; who 
wanted but effort to become great, and time to become 
correct: who amidſt the diſtraction of ever-varied amuſe- 
ment, and the diſſipation of long-continued feſtivity, could 
aſſume the character of the moment, and be frolic with 
grace, and ſerious with dignity. 


The 


TS 

The Eorron cannot conclude, without expreſſing his 
gratitude for the indulgence he experienced in the execu- 
tion of his office. He can truly ſay, that his ſole ambi- 
tion was to juſtify the predilection of his friends, that neither 
in what he rejected, nor in what he admitted, was he 
guided by caprice; and that whenever he found himſelf 
under the neceſſity of making any trifling alteration, he - 
always did it with tenderneſs, and to the beſt of his judg- 
ment, conformable to the mind of the author. Still, how- 
ever, he is ſenſible how much he was indebted to their 
partiality, and it is with the ſincereſt pleaſure he ſeizes the 
preſent opportunity of thanking them for extending it to- 
wards him in the moſt unreſerved manner. 


TRE EpiTtor or THE SALT-BOX. 
Eatom-Hall, 1789. | 
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NUMBER I. 


EATON CHRONICLE; 


THE SALT. BOX. 


- AUGUST 30, 1788. 


A® the notice we gave of our intention 
to bring out the FixsT NUMBER of 
the Eaton CHRONICLE this morning, was ſo 
very ſhort, we were apprehenſive that our 
friends would not have found time for that 
aſſiſtance which is ſo indiſpenſably neceſſary 
to the execution of our deſign. We were, 
however, agreeably diſappointed, on exa- 
mining the SALT=-Box, to find the following 
favours, which enable us to commence our 
labours with ſome degree of eclat. 

A EPITAPH 


- 
wy = 
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EPITAPH 


On Mr. Henry Hudſon, late Hat-maker, Chan- 
cer)y- lane, Holborne, who died Auguſt 2 5th, 
while eating bis Breakfaſt. 


N. B. The Epitaph here alluded to, was 

founded on a paragraph that appeared in 
the Morning Chronicle. It was ſent to one of 
the daily papers ; and,' though a moſt ridi- 
culous jeu deſprit, miſtaken for a ſerious 
piece, and admitted accordingly. It 1s 
needleſs to add, that it was really written by 
one of the party; but having appeared in 
print, previous to the eſtabliſhment of the 
SALT-Box, it could not be ſuffered to re- 
main there; — and we have only preſerved 
the TITLE, becauſe there is an alluſion to 
it in the following ſheets. 


We feel the greateſt obligations to Mr, 
E—— for his ready aſſiſtance on the pre- 
ſent occaſion. His whole letter, which he 
has kindly authorized us to inſert, is admi- 
rably written, and does equal honour to 
his head and his heart. We are confident 
that we could not oblige our readers more, 

than 
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than by giving it at length; but as there 
are ſeveral other communications that preſs 
for inſertion, we muſt be content with the 
moſt material parts of it, i. e. thoſe that 
relate to the melancholy cataſtrophe of the 
CHICK. 0 


— — — 


Extract of a Letter to R. T——, Eſq. 


« I THINK it was about fix o clock when 
we reached Kidderminſter, where an event 
happened that made a forcible impreſſion 
on my mind. There was a hen pecking a 
few indigeſted grains out of a certain ſub- 
ſtance that lay in the road, when a ſow, 
croſſing over to a horſe-block that ſtood by 
the hedge, unfortunately interrupted her. 
Whether it was done through malice pre- 
penſe, or inadvertence, I cannot ſay ; but 
ſo it was, that the hen took offence at it, 
and diſputed her paſlage ; upon which the 
wicked creature, (borreſco referens) ran fu- 
rioully at a chick that was innocently 
chirping beſide her, and ſwallowed it down 
in a moment ! No words can expreſs my 
aſtoniſhment. I thought on the uncertainty 

A 2 of 
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of human life; that we were here to-day, 
and gone to-morrow, as the Pſalmiſt ſaith ; 
and I grew very ſorrowful.“ 


« When I mentioned the matter to his 
Lordſhip, he treated it with great indiffer- 
ence, and told me, I had better take my 
nap out ! Believe me, dear T——, I had 
not cloſed my eyes the whole day, and I 
ſaw the chicken ſwallowed as plain as I now 
ſee you.” 


Again.—“ I onght to mention that I 
ſent Jaquemet with an account of the un- 
happy event, to the woman of the houſe. 
What he ſaid I know not, but ſhe flew into 
a paſſion, bid him # ######*#*#* anq 
contemptuouily hooted him back to the 


carriage. I am of opinion that an action 
will lie, &c. &c.“ 


And in another part,—* The fate of 
this poor chick affected me ſo, that I could 
not reſt that night; ſo I got up and com- 
poſed an Elegy, which relieved me con- 
ſiderably. Could not you help me to an 
Epitaph? I am thinking of erecting a little 

tomb 
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tomb to its memory, in a corner of the 
garden, a Cenotaph, it I may ſo e 


To ag Yeors E Dave. 


—_— — 


To the Editor of the Faton Chronicle. 
SIR, | 


I aM an elderly gentleman of this coun- 
try, and as I was yeſter-night (as is my 
cuſtom when the weather will admit of it) 
obſerving the ſtars thro' my teleſcope, in 
my orchard, methought I ſaw an opaque 
body paſs between me, and a luminary of 
the ſecond magnitude, in the left foot of 
Orion. On looking about me, I found the 

following very curious epiſtle, written in a 
fair hand, and addreſſed to the Rev. Mr. 
T dropt at my foot (from the clouds 1 
preſume) by miſtake, as I happened to have 
a black coat on. I ſoon perceived by the 
ſtile, that 1 was not the perſon intended, 
being of a ſaturnine diſpoſition. Adieu, 

Your's, &C. 
Be ſpeedy, dear T t' obey my decree—— 
. *Tis THALIA herſelf who now dictates to thee, 


For to tell you exaQly the ſtate of my mind, 
I think that at EA rox they've us'd me unkind ; 


MEeLPOMENE 


* 
———ͤ _ 1 
—— 
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MEL PoMENSE alone engroſſes the ſtage, | 

Which idea, and juſtly, quite fills me with rage. | 
Now you, my friend G, among thouſands I chuſe, 
To drive from their thoughts my glum fiſter the Muſe, 
Learn the part of Miſs Lucy; make love to a chair, 
Which e'en Jordan can't do with an eafier air : 

To effect it, go quickly take off that black coat, 


But of all things, be ſure get your part well by rote; 


Inſtead of a coat you muſt wear a white frock, 
Which by way of diſpatch, you may gird with your ſtock ; 
No time have I more, ſo again I conjure you, 


And reſt your beſt friend at command, I aſſure you. 
THALIA, 


ELEGY 


By Mr. Ea on a CHICKEN, which be ſaw 
fwallowed up by a Sow, near Kidderminſter, 
in Shropſbire, on Wedneſday the Twentieth of 


Auguſt, 1788. 


Begin, my Muſe, the elegiac ſtrain, 
For why ? 
The bloody deed inſpiring me with pain, — 
I cry. 
Ah, ſtop thy cruel jaw, thou ruthleſs ſow, 
Ah ſtop! 
See! ſee! the tender caick ſhe ſeizes naw, 
Chop, chop ! 
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In vain the Chanticlerian fathers watch 
Their ſon: 
In vain from death the deſtin'd prey to ſnatch 
| | I run. 
The c CHICK is gone, the CHICK I loved more 
| | D'ye ſee 
| Than Aa CHICK I ever ſaw before 
Ah me! 


— 


SDS _—C — EE —_ 
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EATON HALL. 


O honour'd manſion ! that thy lofty head 
With princely pride uplift'ſt the woods among, 
Where De va, winding thro' the flowery mend, 

' Diſpenſes plenty as he. flows along, 


- How do our hearts exult with tranſports ſweet, 
As thro' thy ſpacious bounds we joyful roam 
Thy antique walls, and friendly roof we greet 
Which beauty, wit, good humour, make their own. 
1 And thou, Society, inchanting maid ! | 
With ſmiling countenance, and chearful eye 
Thy lovely form, in every charm array'd 5 
Gladdens the winged moments as they fly. 


* 
1 


O] ſtill on us thy choiceſt gifts beſtow ; 
So may the Muſe her numbers oft employ - — © 
To chaunt thy praiſe, and bid each boſom glow 
Wich ſocial happineſs, and heart-felt joy. 


To 


— 


8 THE EATON CHRONICLE, 


To the Editor of the Eaton Chronicle. 


SIR, 


Mucn having been ſaid of late concern- 
ing a ſow and chick, and the ſcene of 
action lying near KIiDDERMINSTER, give me 
leave to furniſh you with the etymology of 
that word, which is ſomewhat curiouſly 
connected with the event that occaſioned 
its preſent celebrity. Kip and DR are 
ancient Saxon words. Kid was originally 
written Kad or Cad, and ſignifies a ſow in 
her grand climacteric : and DR, or DERRE 
(abridged by our conciſe anceſtors from 
derreliſt) is properly the produce of the laſt 
dropt egg of a middle-aged hen. Min- 
STER requires no explanation. Every body 
knows that there is a very handſome one 
here, which, was probably founded when 
the above words were current under their 
primitive ſignifications. 

_ Your's, &c. 
VERITAS, 


YESTERDAY arrived here Mr. and Mrs. Drax Groſ- 
venor, together with Mr. R. Groſvenor, our gracious king, 
whom God preſerve ! 


There will be a rehearſal this mornin at twelve o'clock, 


NUMBER II. 


THE 


EATON CHRONICLE; 


O R, 


THE SALT-B OX. 


AUGUST 3I, 


WE account ourſelves peculiarly hap- 
Py in being enabled to begin our 
Second Number with the following beau- 
tiful addreſs, 


To the SALT-BOX. 


SALT-BOX ! Receive the tributary lay, 
Which to thy faithful boſom J reſign : 
O, may its fame thy watchful care repay, 
And bring inceſſant votaries to thy ſhrine! 
B When 
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When each revolving morn ſhall bleſ: the ſight, 
Full well I ween thy merit ſhall appear; 
And the learn'd produce of the former night 
Aſſiſtance lend the warm repaſt to cheer. 


What tho' thy ſides no Muſe's art can boaſt, 
Nor gold, nor gems, thy outward parts adorn! 

Wispou, they ſay, the inward values molt, 
And lights the beauty of an empty form. 


But HERE, the Goddeſs ſhall be proud to own 
The nymphs whom Venus” choiceſt preſents grace, 
Do not on her bright charms depend alone, . 
But Wiſdom's lore illumes each lovely face. 


Whenever Hope thy wooden lid ſhall raiſe, 


Fate, be propitious to thy votarics' prayer! 5 
May Expectation mourn no dull delays, 
But to thy covert find each Muſe repair, 
——_—_ * * a 


Extract of a Letter from Kidderminſter. | 


YESTERDAY as Joan Lavis, the younger, 
was ſtanding at the door of her hog-fty, 
ſhe perceived a carriage draw up to the 
ſide of the road, next her hen-rooſt.— 
Running down to ſee what was the occafion 
of it, ſhe was met by a man in a large pair 

of 
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of jack-boots, who pretended to be a fo- 
reigner, and (as ſhe ſays) inſiſted on ſeeing 
her pigs. As ſoon as ſhe could diſengage 
herſelf from him, which ſhe did with no 
ſmall difficulty, ſhe haſtened to the rooſt, 
and found one of her fineſt chickens miſ- 
ſing. It is ſuppoſed that the fellow who 
ſtopt her was an accomplice, and that the 
deſign was to carry off the whole brood, 
as a very ſuſpicious-looking young man 
was ſeen with his body half out of the car- 
riage, holding open a green bag, ſome- 
thing like that which counſellors put their 
BRIEFS in. N. B. This is publiſhed as a 

caution to the country. 


SONG. 


Ves! I devote my choiceſt powers 
Father of generous wine ! to thee 
Cupid !——T here renounce his ſway : 
He ſpreads a gloom o'er life's beſt hours ; 
Then rouze, my friends, and join with me 
To chace the peeviſh imp away. 


.- AY They 
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'They rouze ; and echo back the ſtrain z _ 
For what is Love compar'd to Wine! 
«© What the wan luſtre of the eye 
1% The lips', the cheeks' ſtill varying grain! 
« To the bright purple of the wine? 
“ Let Bacchus live, and Cupid die.” 


Pleas'd with the thought, Let Cupid die“ 
„We all repeat © A GOD 80 FRAIL——" 
i 7 ir M-X-- enter'd ; we were dumb; 
Aw'd by the lightening of her eye, 
I trembled, my bold friends turn'd pale, 
And ſlunk in filence from the room. 


| 


THE KIDDERMINSTER TRAGEDY ; 


OR, 


THE CHICKEN's LAMENTABLE FALL, 


AN EXCELLENT NEW BALLAD, COMPOSED BY MR, Em——, 


queque ipſe miſerrima vidi 
Et quorum pars magna fui. Vine, 


Moſt ſhocking things which I myſelf did ſee, 
And a great part of which twas my hard fate to be. 


God proſper long our ducks and geeſe, 
Our hens and chickens all! 
At Kidderminſter late there did 


A ſad event befall. 
A wicked 
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A wicked ſow was trotting forth, 
All on a certain day, 

To ſcrub her meaſly rumpagainſt 
A horſe-block in the way; 


But juſt as ſhe had reach'd the place, 
A peeviſh hen ſhe met, 

Who croſs'd her path, at which the ſow 
Began to fume and fret. 


For why ? the itching did increaſe—— 
Yet would this hen not move, 

But ſcream'd, and flutter'd in her face, 
And to repel her ſtrove, 


It chanc'd that day (ah fatal chance !) 
Her ſon beſide her ſtood, | 

The ſweeteſt innocent that e'er 
Enraptur'd mother view'd. 


He, pretty fool! exulting ſaw 
His dam's prodigious might; 

And chirping cheerily, did urge 
Her onward to the fight. 


Whereat the ſow began to threat 
(Methinks I hear her now) 


« S'blood ! tho' I can't your mother eat, 


« Yet, d-mme!.I can you,” 


And, opening wide her horrid jaws, 
She ſeiz'd the luckleſs chick, 
And gulp'd him down, e'en as he was, 

Before I could fay—click ! 


13 


O Chriſt? 


> Wm 


WA %  - 


— 1 


| 
| 
| 


—— ©. 


E 
2 "th 


N 
II 


4 —— ei A OT EO ˙ ⁵ 1 mw, oO 
— 4 * 0 * — — — — 


14 


THE EATON CHRONICLE ; OR, 


O Chriſt ! my very heart did bleed, 

So ſad a light to ſee; 

And briny drops adown my cheeks 
Did trickle plenteouſly. 


And turning round “ look! look!“ I cry'd, 
«« That ſow there, damn her ſoul ! 

« Has ſnapp'd a poor dear chicken up, 
« Andeat it, bones and all !” 


What chicken? ſaid the Earl, and ſmil'd ; 
Go, go to ſleep again ; 

Here's no ſuch thing.—Tho' God, * knows, 
I ſaw it but too plain. 


Nor ſhall I ever paſs the place 
Without a heart-felt ſigh 

For that ſweet innocent, that there 
By bloody bite did die. 


God ſave the King ! and when that we 
Have chickens of our own, 

May we ne'er turn them looſe, like this, 
But coop them up alone. 


Laſt night of all 

When yon ſame ſtar that's Eaſtward from the Pole 
Was ſinking in the Weſt, 

The bell then beating ſeven——Arrived Mr, Boydell, our 
worthy Bernardo, together with Mr, Porden—which com- 
pleats the Dramatis Perſe, 


Tun 
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Tut account of yeſterday's rehearſal came too late, 
Nothing can be received after ten o'clock. 


The Epigram ſigned CH1an, is too hot. The author 


ſhould conſider that our's is a SA LT—and not a PEPPER- 
BOX. 


The Kidderminſter Sow's Remonſtrance to-morrow; 


————  X—Y—___— 


NUMBER III. 


EATON CHRONICLE: 


O R, 


THE SALT- BOX. 


SEPT. I, 


A S a' regard for the intereſts of our 
noble hoſt, ſupercedes with vs every 
other conſideration, we take the earlieſt 
opportunity of publiſhing the following let- 
To the Editor of the SaLT-BOx. 
SI R, | 


As the proprietor of theſe gardens and 
woods prides himſelf on his oak TREEs, it 
C were 
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were to be wiſhed that no melancholy and 
rhyming lovers would carve their fantaſtic 
verſes on their bark. 


As I flatter myſelf that I am not defici- 
ent in my duty*, it is paying me but a bad 
compliment to ſuppoſe they can eſcape my 
obſervation. I incloſe you, therefore, Mr. 
Editor, a copy of the following verſes, 
which I diſcovered carved upon an oak, in 
a recluſe part of the grove. 


I am, &c. 
R. BARTLET PINCE. 


Happy, happy, happy lover 
That can engage the charming B 


Were I to walk from hence to Dover, 
There's nothing like the charming B-—, 
Who can hereafter be a rover 
When they have ſeen the dear Miſs B-— ? 
What charms! what ſenſe ! you do diſcover, 
When you converſe with ſprightly B——! 
All who have ſeen her then, muſt ſurely love her 


So ſweet, ſo dear a creature is the B——. 1 2 7 þ of 7 pee 
Mr. Pince is his Lordſhip's head gardener. / | 1 


THE 
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Tux following Memorial was tritten, or, 
as I rather believe, dictated, by the Kid- 
derminſter sow, and addreſſed to the owner 
of this hoſpitable manſion. It incloſed a 
Remonſtrance to Mr. E-—, which his lord- 
ſhip, with his uſual urbanity, permitted 
us to copy. The Memorial was ſuper- 
ſcribed 


"i the Right Honourable Lord GRosvENoR, 


MY LORD, 


HEARINO of your pbilantbropby (if I may 
uſe that word for a tenderneſs which ex- 
tends itſelf to every part of the brute cre- 
ation) I humbly preſume, without any far- 
ther apology, to apply to it on the preſent 
occaſion. Your lordſhip cannot be igno- 
rant of the ſtory that has been raiſed to my 
prejudice, any more than. of the total fal- 
ſity of it; I therefore intreat you to make 
uſe of the influence you have over Mr. 
E, to prevail on him to retract ſo atro- 
cious a charge. 


If the legiſlature had given, us a civil 
_ eſtabliſhment, we might ſeek redreſs at ano- 
C 2 ther 
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ther tribunal ; but the humanity of man is 
unfortunately our only reſource, and when 
that fails us, we can only ſuffer and be 
filent. Hoping this conſideration will have 
its due weight, I ſubſcribe myſelf, with all 
humility, 


Your lord{hip's moſt obliged 
and obedient ſervant, 


The KIbpERNINSTER SOW. 


P. S. Your lordſhip may poſſibly doubt 
the authenticity of this letter, as not con- 
ceiving the poffibility of a ſow conveying 
her thoughts in this manner ; but when 
you conſider the death-wound I have receiv- 
ed, all heſitation will be done away. 


For murder, tho it have no tongue, will ſpeak 
Wich moſt miraculous organ. 
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But four days ſince; no, not ſo much not four, 
A welcome gueſt to every houſe I came, 
Maids gave me cabbage-ſtalks, and waſh, good ſtore, 
And children lov'd to liſp pig-wiggy's name ; 


Now 


Now all is chang'd! where'er I turn my eye, 
Sad ſymptoms of diſguſt, and fear, I view; 

Men, maids, indignant frown as I paſs by, 
And children learn to run 'ere I purſue, 


Curs'd be the hour, when innocent of ill, 
I trotted forth to view the cavalcade ; 

The Earl (to the ol D YELLow* conſtant ſtill) 
Follow'd by many a man, and many a maid, 


For lo ! beſide him, (dozing as I thought) 
Sat the relentleſs murderer of my fame, 

Who forg'd, 'twixt ſleep and wake, the horrid plot, 
That gave to infamy my injur'd name. 


Ah, E-—! E——! well thou know'ſt, I trow, 
I touch'd no chicken -I ſuch food deteſt 

How could'it thou then, ſubtly malicious, how, 
Aim at my heart, and ſtab me for a jeſt? 


For all, ſo prone is man to credit lies, 
Receive the tale ; and Cicely, as ſhe puts 
The waſh before me, grinds her teeth, and cries 
As round ſhe kicks me“ curſe your dainty guts!” 


But they were never dainty. Pleas'd, I eat 
Coarſe maſts, and acorns, found beneath the tree ; 
And if a codlin, or a crab, I met, | 


« I bleſs'd my ſtars, and thought it luxury.“ 


Lamented time! now cribb'd within my ſty, 
Wich kicks kept waking, and with curſes fed, 
I weep to find myſelf too lean to die, 

And envy thoſe that to the block are led. 


* Meaning, perhaps, his Lordſhip's fayourite chaiſe, 


But 


— . — 
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But thou, that with a brave contempt of truth, 
Stood'ſt forth th* unbluſhing author of my wrong, 
Say, how wilt thou atone, unthinking youth ! 
The dire effects of thy licentious tongue? 


Go laugh, exult! yet know the hour is nigh, 

When thou ſhalt dearly rue what charms thee now, 
And* wiſh thy Coke on Lyttelton would buy 

A long oblivion of the injur'd ſow. 


In vain! in vain ! her angry form ſhall riſe 
In more than mortal majeſty array'd ; 
Terrific ſtalk before thy ſtarting eyes, | 
And haunt thee thro' the ſunſhine and the ſhade, 


Ev'n when ſoft llumbers o'er thee gin to creep, 
Lugubrous grunts ſhall throb upon thy ear, 

« And murder, like Macbeth, the innocent ſleep ; 
« Sleep that knits up the ravell'd ſleeve of care.“ 


Yet more—while hungry in yon proud ſaloon, 
At the full board thou ſitt'ſt, with dainties crown'd, 
May if it can be, and for THEE alone, 
Something {till wanting to the feaſt be found, 


1:78 Try turkey may no ſavoury ſauſage grace, 

2788 | Tu chicken may no luſcious ham improve; 

Still without bacon may'ſt thou eat THY peaſe ; 
Soft bacon ! object of thy fondeſt love. 


. — — 


— - — 
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— 
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* Turno tempus erit, magno cum optaverit emptum 
Pallants intactum. Vie, 
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Tux following letter was doubtleſs in- 
tended for the Cheſter poſt. By a miſtake 
(probably of the ſervant) it was taken to 


the Salt-box. As all is fiſh that comes to 


the hook there, we make no ſcruple of ſer- 
ving it up. 


DEAR PERCIVALL, 


It is with the greateſt pleaſure I inform 
you, that the Rev. G. 'T is {till ſafe, 
who, tho” on an unruly and mad horſe, 
could not (ſuch is his gallantry) avoid pay- 
ing his proper reverence to the ladies.— 
This occaſioned many, and various kicks 
and curvets of the animal : but through the 
ſkilful management of the rider, every thing 
ended propitiouſly ; and he is ſuppoſed, 
tho” perhaps a little fluſtered for the mo- 
ment, to have made as good a dinner as 
uſual. We have ſince heard that he ſpent 
the evening at Eaton-Hall, where he joined 
in all the pleaſures of the place, with his 
accuſtomed vivacity. 


Your's, &c. 
R. G. 


YESTERDAY 
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YESTERDAY the rehearſal of HAMLET, 
which 1s to be performed by the ladies and 
gentlemen of Eaton-Hall, took place at 
twelve o'clock. Miſs G—, who plays the 
part of the Queen, went through the two 
acts which were repreſented, with the great- 
eſt propriety. She ſpoke in an emphatical 
and graceful manner, Miſs A. B-—, we 
are happy to find, is to play Ophelia ; and 
ſhe read her part in ſuch a ſtile, as to pro- 
mile a moſt excellent repreſentation of that 
pleaſing character. The performance gave 
great ſatisfaction to all who were preſent ; 
and our noble hoſt, who is ſo good as to 
take upon him the taſk of manager and di- 
rector, expreſſed his eee in the 
higheſt terms. 


Yeſterday arrived Aſh. Curzon, Eſq. Lady Bromley, 
and Miſs Curzon. 


The very curious letter from Kidderminſter to-morrow. 


There will be a rehearſal this morning at twelve o'clock 
preciſely, 


NUMBER IV. 


THE 


' EATON CHRONICLE: 


O R, 


THE SALT. BOX. 


SEPr. 2. 
Kidderminſter, Auguſt zoth, 1788. 
To the Editor of the Eaton Chronicle. 
SIR, | 


* inhabitants of this populous town 
have been lately thrown into the 
greateſt conſternation, on account of a2 
CHICKEN being gobbled up by a so; which 
event, trifling as it may appear, is nearly 
connected with the proſperity of the place. 
For you muſt know, Mr. Editor, that as 
ſome workmen were digging the foundation 
of a hog- ſty, about fifty years ago, they 
diſcovered a ſtone bearing an INSCRIPTION 
in very old characters, and almoſt illegible. ' 

185 Upon 
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Upon an accurate examination it turned out 
to be the following Sibylline verſes, contain- 
ing a deſcription of the events which ſhould 
precede the demolition of Kidderminſter, 


TMhann? the har? ſchalle hunt? the hounds 
Fourteen: myles on levelle ground? 3 

WMhann: the spe ſchall: kalle amayne, 

And lavrocks dropp; lyk? goutt2s of rayne ; 
Mhanme the krogges ſchalle quit they're pond? , 
And ſcarꝛ the h:aven's Lounde byyond: ; 

TUhanne th: lower Fryday's meet, 

AND THE SDTa A CHICK SHALL EAT; 


Thanne fl:e from KTLL'O-HERE LYNSTER's thronge, 
CUhethr y? be auld or yong?. 


You will obſerve, Mr. Editor, that in 
theſe verſes, which are undoubtedly authen- 
tic, the name of the place is ſpelled Kill'd- 
here Mynſter, which will warrant my aſ- 
ſerting, that your learned correſpondent, 
- VeriTas, in tracing the etymology from 
the Saxon, has waſted his oil, and thrown 
away his erudition : for Kidderminſter is 
an eaſy corruption of Killderminſter, and 
what, pray, is Killder, but two plain Engliſh 
words, KILLED HERE? Evidently a prophe- 
tic intimation of that horrid cataſtrophe 
which was to take place ſo many ages after 


the 
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the town was founded. In like manner, as 
the critics inform us, Rome was denomina- 
ted from a Greek word, ſignifying ſtrength, 
long before ſhe acquired dominion or power 
to warrant the appellation. I ſhall con- 
clude with a caution to the curious travel- 
ler, by whoſe means this atrocious deed of 
the sow was brought to light, to beware 
how he approaches the neighbourhood ol 
Kidderminſter, leſt he fall a ſacrifice to the 
fury of the inhabitants, who are apprehen- 
ſive that he 1s the perſon doomed by the 
fates to diſcover the remainder of that myſ- 
terious chain of events in which the deſtiny 
of their town is involved. 


I am, Sir, your's, &o. 
VERAX. 


UdUub s. ——. —.——. ͤ ——... —vÄ—ũÄ _ 


SONG. ; 
How ſweet, when evening ſhades the plain, 
With her, the maid we love, to wander ; 
To hear the woodland's dying ſtrain, 
Where Deva's ſilver waves meander ! 
To ſee the ſun the weſtern ſkies, 
In robes of glowing gold arraying; 
To ſee the moon and ſtars ariſe, 
Heaven's ſptendor to the earth diſplaying! 


D 2 To 
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To mark, as night o'erglooms the air, 
(Silence her gradual reign extending) 
A ſoftneſs ſteal upon the fair, 
The lover's modeſt wiſh befriending ! 
And then to hear her ſweetly ſpeak 
In melting tones ſo ſoftly flowing, 
As tell, while bluſhes paint her cheek, 
Her heart with equal fervour glowing ! 


Ah! theſe are joys which heaven alone 
Reſerves for thoſe, its favour'd lovers ; 
And theſe were mine—but 's gone, 
And grief with gloom the landſcape covers, 
Unheeded dies the woodland ſtrain, 
Unheeded Deva's waves meander ; 
The moon and ſtars now riſe in vain— 
She's gone with whom I lov'd to wander. 


ER R_©*))__——____________—_—_——_FTT_T_—— 
Wuxx a French poet ſhewed the famous 
Menage ſome verſes, in which he had repre- 
ſented the ſhores going out to meet the 
king at his landing, the critic ſaid to him, 
% though this was in my time, yet I do not 
recollect it.” In like manner we ſay to the 
author of the following piece, though we 
were preſent at the rehearſal of yeſterday, 
yet we were witneſſes to very few of the 
ſcenes which you ſtate to have happened at 
it. But let our readers judge. 
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Haſty Sketch of Yeſterday's Buſineſs." 


The rehearſal being fixed for twelve, the 
company got to the theatre by half after one; 
and, as nobody knew a ſyllable of the laſt 
act, it was determined to begin with that. 


The two Clowns were wonderfully face- 
tious—but had like to have been grounded 
in the outſet; for, upon enquiring for a 
SCULL, no ſuch thing could be found! A 
hat, however, was at length procured, 
which, the Captain ſaid, would do juſt as 
well. Thus furniſhed, the dialogue pro- 
ceeded merrily, till Mr. E-—, fancying he 
heard a sow grunt behind the ſcenes, dropt 
his ſpade in a fright, and ran to the front 
of the ſtage. This alarmed the audience ; 
and Mrs. Thomas“, in endeavouring to 
make her eſcape over .the benches, miſſed 
her foot, and fell heels over head into the 
lap of Miſs B— ; while Mrs. Rigby+ 


„ Houſckeeper at Lugin y wern, a ſeat of his lordſhip 
near Halkin, Flintſhire, 


t Houſekeeper at Eaton-Hall, 
| dropt 


CE Te ee ot —— — —ů — 


go THE EATON CHRONICLE ; OR, 


dropt on her knees, and intreated the Rev. 
Mr. T-— to“ ſpeak Latin to it.” No pen 
can deſcribe the confuſion that followed: at 
length Mrs. Pince got up, and faid, ſne 
fancied it was the gardener's man ſinging at 
the back of the theatre, This was found to 
be the caſe, and the audience, after rallying 
Mr..E—— a little on his miſtake, reſumed 
their ſeats with the greateſt good humour. 


After this there was no other interrup- 
tion than what the hard words occaſioned, 
till they came to the ſecond ſcene, when a 
doubt aroſe, whether Oſric ſhould not ap- 
pear on the ſtage in a bonnet, ſeeing Shake- 
ſpeare had equipped him with one. Miſs 
G ſaid ſhe thought he ſhould, and 
wiſhed ſhe had one to lend him; upon 
which Lady B—— offered her's :—but Mr. 
H— ſettled the matter, by proving by 
A B=C—D, that a kat would do juſt as 
well. This point was ſo long in agitation, 
that there was no time for rehearſing the 
loene ; and fo the King, Queen, &c. came 
on the ſtage to {ee the feneing bout. 


Foils 
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F0ioils there were none; but Miſs Arne 
lent her umbrella to -Hamlet,- and Mrs. 
R took a large dram-bottle out of her 
pocket, and handed it over to Laertes. 
This anſwered to a miracle; but juſt as 
they were going to begin, the King declared 
he could not proceed without having 'every 
thing comfortable about him (whiſpering at 
the ſame time to Horatio, that he was very 
dry.) Upon this, a bowl of caudle was 
brought, into which his majeſty, inſtead of 
a union, dropt one of his fleeve-buttons, 
This had like to have produced diſagreeable 
conſequences ; for Hamlet, who had an eye 
to the bowl, ſeeing what was done, put 
himſelf off his guard to expoſtulate about 
it, which being perceived by Laertes, he 
made a deſperate lounge at him with the 
bottle, and drove the neck of it through the 
third button-hole of his waiſtcoat. Before 
it could be extricated, the Queen died away 
like a lamb; and the King, ſeeing nobody 
attentive to him, ſlipt out to look for the 
reſt of the caudle: ſo that when Hamlet 
turned upon him, there was nothing but 
an empty chair---upon which, having no- 
thing 
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thing to do, he began to die himſelf. Here 
Mrs. R-— was of great ſervice ; for the 
prince had no idea of the matter. At firſt, 
ſhe attempted to ſhew how it was, but her 
petticoats prevented her. Somebody whiſ-= 
pered from behind the ſcenes, that ſhe 
might do it in the Ghoſt's breeches. Here 
Captain G looked grave, and rebuked 
the prompter for laughing. At length ſhe 
put her hands between his knees, and 
ſtretching out his right leg like a gooſe's 
after a nap, bent his left gracefully under 
him, and let him down charmingly. 


This was the laſt act of this prodigious 
performance, which, as one of your correſ- 
pondents has properly obſerved of a former 
rehearſal, © gave the greateſt ſatisfaction.“ 


— 


TRE Addreſs to the Sa LT-BOX to. morrow. 


The SALT-Box to the Authoreſs of the Addreſs in 
our ſecond Number, to-morrow, if poſſible, 


We know not what to ſay to the ADVERTISEMENT. 
If we could be aſſured that no more was meant than met 


the eye, we would infert it with pleaſure ; but we have our 
doubts, 


—  — — — — — — 
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THE SALT-BOX. 


SEPT, 3. 


I. is with conſcious pleaſure we remark, 
that the name of the Salt- box is already 
pretty widely diffuſed. The following di- 
alogue is from —— ; but let the honeſt 
farmer introduce himſelf, and in his own 
way. We have not made the ſmalleſt al- 
teration in any thing about him ; for, plain 


as he is, he will not diſcredit the company. 
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TO HIS LORDSHIP 
THE EARL GROSVENOR, 
Eaton-Hall. 


LORD GROSVENOR, 


My Lord, I hope you will not be of- 
fended at my troubling you with ſome of 
our country verſes. Your worthy ſon's 
coming of age is great joy to us country 
farmers, I aſlure you; and therefore, at ſuch 
times, when you are making us all merry 
by your great and generous hoſpitality, [ 
hope a little more freedom 1s excuſeable. 
Indeed, my Lord, ſuch as they are, they are 
my own ; only I got our {chool-maſter to 
look them over for me, and count the feet, 
as he told me they did not ſound ſo well 
when one verſe was a great deal too long 
for another; and I got him likewiſe to help 
me a little in the ſpelling. I am, my Lord 
Groſvenor, aſking pardon, 


Your dutiful ſervant and tenant, 


JOHN SHEPHERD. 


Dialogue 
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Dialague between Farmer JOHN and Farmer TOM. 


JOHN, | n 


God bleſs us, Tom, did you e' er know 
Such joyful time as this? 
In troth, I'm puzzled how to ſhew 
The greatneſs of my bliſs. 
He's tall as any Cheſhire lad, 
And kind, and civil too 
A finer man's not ſeen, egad ! 
I tell thee, Tom, 'tis true. 


TOM, 
Why ſure thy head is turn'd, and mad, 
If ever one was ſeen. 


But tell me, John, what makes thee glad, 
And whither haſt thou been ? 


JOHN, 


To Eaton-Hall. From foreign parts 
The good lord's ſon's return'd ; 

Mind what I ſay—he'll win our hearts, 
From what I ſoon diſcern d. 


All friends are there of every kind, 
The houſe is full of mirth, 
And every feſtive joy combin'd 
To celebrate his birth. 
They dance, they ſing, they drink around— 
Our Madge does peep and grin ; 
© lack ! what beauties do abound! 
What fine men too there bin. 
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The wench I could not bring away, 
For all are welcome there; 

What would J give that I could ſtay 
As well as her to ſtare! 


Beſides, ſhe's aſk'd to ſee the PLAY 3 
That will indeed be fine! 
The lords and ladies act, they ſay, 
And nicely ſpeak each line, 


For vs whole oxen roaſted are, 
And all may have a ſlice ; 

And all will come, both near and far, 
To feaſt ſo rare and nice. 


With you, friend Tom, I muſt return, 
I cannot keep away : 1 

With love for Eaton-Hall I burn, 
Gop BLESS THEM ALL, I pray! 


Tux reſignation of the Chancellor having 


been much the public theme of late, it is 
natural' for thinking minds to be looking 
out for a ſucceſſor to ſo high, ſo lucrative, 
and ſo important a charge as that of the 
Chancellorſhip. Who ſo proper then to 
ſucceeda TnuRLOwW as an E-—? A gen- 
tleman who has ſo greatly diſtinguiſhed 
himſelf of late, in a nervous and ſpirited 
debate upon the extent of the power of 


Juries. 


A PIN- 


a 
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A PINDARIC ODE, 


Ogi by the Rev. Mr. 1 — having been flung on the J 
Chin ly a Wasp. 2 A, Su. Serin | 


STROQPHE, 


Ah, black and yellow waſp ! 
Thy cruel fury ſtay ; 
Could'ſt thou no other chin, relentleſs, graſp, 
Could'ſt thou no other fill with terror and diſmay ? 
Had'ſt thou a layman ſtung, 
*T were nought to this deſpite! 
| Had'ſt thou more nobly to the Captain clung, 
And brav'd him to the fight, 
That valiant ſon of Mars had put thee ſoon to flight, 
But ſure to make an unarm'd parſon bleed, 
| Was cowardly, indeed! 


ANTISTROPHE, 


From this aſſault, I ween, 
No proteſtant art thou —— 
Some popiſh imp, I trow, 
Come in diſguiſe to vent thy ſpleen 
And —— to carry the farce on 
| On the chin of a PARSON ! 
If thus the doctrines of ouR church you hate, 
You might have better ſped by boring thro his pate, 
- EPODE, 
Perhaps it is the devil that I addreſs — 
For if {as ſome folks ſay) the devil can 


Look like a well-fed ghoft, or well-fed mar, + 
is 
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*Tis fair to gueſs 
Into a waſp's dimenſions he may preſs. 
Thus then old nick his malice ſhews 
To us, he cannot ſubjects call: 
The Parſon's chin he's ſtung : perchance he'll ſting the noſe | 
Of every jovial gueſt at Eaton-Hall. 


N. B. There are a great number of waſps here this 
ſummer.——Quere, Are they not all devils? If ſo, be- 
ware of noſes. Nosts are more prominent than CHINS 
in ſome people. With regard to the inſects in queſtion, I 
cannot help ſubjoining the following excellent admonition 
from Horace, —Hos tu, Romane, caveto ; that is, ye that 
have Roman noſes, take care of waſps. 


To the SAL T-BOX. 7 1 


Happy thy fate ! whoſe charge till now unfit, 

From vulgar falt is chang'd to attic wit; 

No longer ſubje& to the cook's command, 

Or rude intruſion of the ſcullion's hand. 

Thee, hallow'd box, the *Aonian maids attend, 
Ad thy guard, to every Muſe a friend : 

He ſhall protect thy fame; nor ſuffer aught - 

To ſpring from thee, which, or in word, or thought, 

Indelicate, ſhall ſhock the tuneful Nine, 

Or chace the baſhful ſiſters from thy ſhrine ; 

'Then to thy charge be faithful, and receive 

Whate'er Apollo, or the Muſes give— 


The concluſion of this little piece is ſo blotted, as to be 
perſectly 


5 * 


5 
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perfectly illegible, We cannot diſmiſs it, however, with- 
out thanking the author for his good opinion of us, 
which it ſhall be our care to perpetuate. | 


To. the Editor of the Salt-Box. 
SIR, 4 | 


You have more than once mentioned the 


rehearſals, without ſpecifying the repreſen- 


tatives of the various characters — Now, tho 
this may be unneceſſary for the gentlefolks 
ABOVE ſtairs, yet as your paper ſometimes 
deſcends to us, we ſhould be obliged to you 
for a liſt of the Dramatis Perſonæ, otherwiſe 
we muſt read in the dark. 


From your very humble ſervants, 
THE GENTLEFOLKs BELOW sTAIRs, 


It was our wiſh that the Salt-box might 
be confined to the breakfaſt-room. As it 
has ſome how or other, however, found its 
way out, we do not ſee any neceſſity for 
w tholding the information defired ; and- 
are glad to obſerve, that the © Gentlefolks 
below Stairs“ have not taken any indirect 

| methods 
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methods of informing themſelves. We 
have only to requeſt their forbearance till 
to-morrow. 


Tk Salt-box to the Authoreſs of the Addreſs in our 
ſecond Number, : is unavoidably poſtponed. 


We ſhould have apologized to the Author of the pretty 
Stanzas on the 1ſt of September, for not inſerting them, 
if they had been ſent ſooner. We again deſire our 
friends to take notice, that nothing can be received after 
ten o'clock. 


There will be a rehearſal this morning at the uſual 
hour. 


NUMBER VI. 


EATON CHRONICLE; 


O R, 


THE SALT-BOX. 


SEPT. 4. | 


HE Dee has from the earlieſt times, 

been accounted a magical ſtream. The 
author of the following lines ſeems to have 
conſidered him as a poetical one; and if any 
of his inſpiration be derived from thence, 
few people will be inclined to diſpute his 
claims. 


'F To 
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To the DEE. 


Say, Deva, how oft in thy wave 
Has late th' Enthuſiaſt been ſeen 


His lyre inharmonious to lave, 


That unſtrung till he ſaw thee, had been? 


For ſuch virtues inherit thy ſtreams, 
That let only the warm with be there, 

And, ting'd in thy waters, the beams 
Of rich fancy c'en I too, may ſhare! 


For ah! hallow'd river, what time 
On thy banks each immortaliz'd bard, 
Each green-mantled Druid would rhyme 
In ſtrains—ah, no more to be heard! 


When the harp's awful ſymphony roſe 
In magical ſounds, from the woods 
That crown thy dark ſtream as it flows, 
And attention awak'd in the gods ; 


Then, Deva, enrich'd were thy Waves 
With ſuch ſtores of poetical fire, 

'T hat the bard ſtands confeſs'd, as he laves 

In thy waters his tremulous lyre. 


To you then, ſweet Deva, to you 
I attribute a ſhare of the verſe 

That each morning reveals to the view, 
And that G delights to rehearſe. 


For there Inſpiration is ſeen, 
Each wild beauty, each grace its attire ; 
Yet there are who no poets had been 
Had they nce'er dipt in Deva their lyre. 


is 


Bella! 


( ' i * 
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Bella ! horrida bella! © 
Wa, war, he ſaw, war in precint! Pax. Lost. 


MR. EDITOR, 


I can aſſure you, this noble manſion is in 
a very great commotion ; ſo much ſo, that 
I really think it is in imminent danger of 
being pulled down about your ears. The 
body of Abigails (with reverence be it ſpo- 
ken) and all the great perſonages belong- 
ing to the ſteward's room, are ſo incenſed, 
that it will be a difficult taſk to appeaſe 
them. They were informed they were to 
be admitted into the theatre at the time of 
the rehearſal; npon which they hurried 
on their Sunday cloaths, to -give their firſt 
appearance all the eclat poſſible. But, Mr. 
Editor, judge of their diſappointment when 
they heard of the permiſſion being recalled, 
and thoſe, who were actually in the houſe, 
indignantly turned out! Really to people 
of their rank and faſhion, it was an inſult 
not to be put up with; and they declared 
with one accord, that if they could make a 
rbyme, it ſhould be on this occaſion. The 
manner in, which peace is to be reſtored to 
F 2 the 
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- the ſteward's room, I leave to the ſuperior 


judgment of the © gentlemen above ſtairs.” 


Something muſt ſpeedily be done, or we 


{hall all rue the conſequences. 
Your's, &c. | 
DICKY DINGLE. 


S-T ANTS AS 


Occaſioned firſt, by Yeſterday's * Morning being a fine one: 


and ſecondly, by the havocł then made among the Partridges. 

Net indeed (in juſtice ts their humanity be it recorded) by | 
Capt. G — and his Brother, who out of fifteen Shots 

a- piece, did not kill above o- 0 - and conſequently diſap- 

pointed our moſt ſanguine Cook, who counted too much on 

their Skill, and too little on their Humanity. 


AURORA with bluſhes appears, 
And night's dreary ſhades melt away ; 

A robe of rich purple ſhe wears, | 
Fring'd with gold, ſtole from Phoebus's ray, 


Nor does Phoebus negle& to purſue 
The goddeſs's roſeate way, 

But his brilliant career to renew, 
Gives the reins to the courſers of day. 


This was written on the 2d of September. 


"THE SALT-BOX. _ 45 


All nature now puts on a ſmile | 
At the view of this bright-beaming pair; 
Who Sorrow's ſad moments beguile, 

And unwrinkle the forehead of Care. 


Lordly man from his couch doth ariſe, 
Lovely woman to charm doth prepare, 

And the bird from his downy neſt flies, 
And the beaſt too is gone from his lair, 


Thus rouz'd, the new day to adore 
All the world's vaſt creation prepare, 
Save the partridge that's doom'd to deplore 
This morn—the moſt curs'd of the year. 


Hark! hark! with what plaintive lament 
A ſad partridge addreſſes the ſun— 

She gives her deep agonies vent, 
In the moments ſhe ſteals from the gun. 


% O fountain eternal of light! 
« How oft have you gladden'd this eye, 
« That alas! in Oblivion's night 
« Muſt now cloſe—the fates doom me to die, 


« What joy you to others impart! 

« Toy to ALL, fave our deſolate race, 
« Who are deſtin'd this morning to ſmart 

« Without mercy, diſtinction, or grace, 
% Already I hear the loud ſound 

Of the gun, and dread carnage foretell— 
In the midſt of her plaints was ſhe found, 
And a victim to cruelty fell. 


Whether 
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Whether the Captain's © humanity” pre- 
vented him from killing any partridges, (as 
the author of the above Stanzas ſeems to 
intimate) we know not. Certain it is, that 
he had no mercy on them after they were 
dead; as the following lines but too clearly 
prove. - Wn 


On Captain G defiring the Company ta chooſe, each of 
them, a particular Part of a Partridge. 


To make a choice is reckon'd fair, 
But to obtain it, is more rare ; 
Scated at fable t' other night, 
The Captain, thinking ſome might bite, 
Made a fly vow to this effect: 
That he a partridge would diſſect. 
Which done“ Your choice, ſaid he, now make, 
And let each perſon freely take 

The part he likes.” This, chuſing, ſaid 
I'll have the breaſt. That the head; 
The legs, and wings, were quickly claim'd, 
And ſtill their appetites untam'd. 
There was a part, tho' laſt, not leaſt, 
Left in the rear to grace the feaſt, 
The Captain try'd---he fear'd twould fail, 
But George cry'd out © F'll have the tail.“ 
Thus, tho' we knew't not worth a farthing, 
We all agreed he'd bought a bargain. 


- Z 


Ix conſequence of our promiſe of yeſter- 
day, we here preſent the © gentlefolks be- 
low ſtairs” with a liſt of the 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


Hamlct, | Lord Belgrave, 

King, R. Groſvenor, Eſq. 
Polonius, and Firft Grave Digger, T. Groſvenor, Eſq, 
Horatio, R. D. Groſvenor, Eſq. 
Laertes, | Marquis of Worceſter, 


Guildenſterne, Oftrick, and Se- 


cond Grave Digger, \ Mr. Eaton. 


Bernardo and Lucianus, Mr. Boydell. 
Marcellus, and Player King, Mr. Porden, 
Ghoſt, Mr. Hailſtone. 
Gertrude, | Miſs Cas, 
And Ophelia, Miſs A. Bower, 


I] 


Wr have received FauToR's long letter. We will 
conſider the plan he propoſes, and give him an anſwer. 


We have, ſome how or other, miſlaid the letter from 
Kidderminſter. If the author will favour us with a copy 
of it, we ſhall eſteem it a particular favour, s 


« My own HtisToRY” to-morrow, if poſſible. 


* 
* - 
. 
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NUMBER VII. 


EATON CHRONICLE; 
„ 
THE SALT-BOX. 


_ 


SEPT. 4. 


Bre we proceed to the amuſements, 
Dit will be right to ſettle the buſineſs of 
the day. We have received the following 
expoſtulation from an indignant lady,. and 
we are anxious to give the gentlemen the 
earlieſt opportunity of retracting their cen- 
ſure, or ſupporting it in a more open and 
liberal manner. 
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To the Editor of the Salt-Box. 
SIR, 


Ir has been whiſpered to me, that after 
we, ladies, had quitted the dining-room the 
other night, you, gentlemen, took advan- 
tage of our abſence, to run down, in a moſt 
violent manner, the little deity of our toilet, 
and the very life of our exiſtence bon ton. 
Dimn—n! Sir, I muſt tell them it was very 
unfair, to make ſo unprovoked an attack 
upon our rights and privileges, without 
allowing the accuſed to have a ſingle advo- 
cate of our ſex to defend them. You were 
conſcious, gentlemen, of the weakneſs of 
your cauſe, by going ſo clandeſtinely to 
work. Time wont allow me to ſay more 
at preſent ; but you may depend upon it, 
gentlemen, that I will never ſee innocence 
attacked, nor the rights of our empire in- 
fringed upon, without ſacrificing my life, 
nay even my cap, in their defence. 


Your's, &c. 


To 
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To the Authoreſs of the ADDRESS in the ſecond Number. 


NymPen! who in ſecret wak'ſt the trembling ſtrings, 

To ſounds, which all the powers of verſe diſplay ; 

As, hid in ſhades, the bird of evening ſings, | 
And ſooths the grove with his melodious lay, 


Accept my grateful thanks for the warm prayer 
That conſtant votaries ſtill might croud my ſhrine,” 
And O, might all thy inſpiration ſhare, 
And pay their tribute in a ſtrain like thine ! 


Cold is the heart that pants not to attain 

The meed of fame, ſweet recompence of toil! 
But ah ! how few the envied guerdon gain, 

Eleſt with the Muſe's, and the Grace's ſmile ! 


Yet doubt not thou for, as my guardian read;, 
Applauſive murmurs follow every line, 

Rapture illumes each face as he proceeds, 
And all our hands, and all our hearts are thine, 


O may thy bright example touch the reſt——' 
Ye youths of EATON | wake the lumbering lyre: 
Here, here are charms to warm the coldeſt breaſt, 
And ſenſe to pleaſe, and virtue to inſpire! 


And you, ye maids ! that thro' the tangled grove, 
And flowery lawn, purſue your ſportive way ; 

While every gale breathes health, and peace, and love, 
Give the ſoft tranſport to ſome grateful lay. 


G 2 | 80 
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So when old time time theſe friendly towers ſhall rive, 
And Ea rox live but in its honours paſt, 

My name the awful ruin ſhall ſurvive, 
And, join d with your's, to diſtant ages laſt. 


Taz SALT-BOX. 
The HUNTING of EaTox-HALL. 


YESTERDAY commenced at Eaton, the 
ancient diverſion of hunting the hare.— 
About noon came into the court divers 
grooms, leading high-mettled horſes ; next 
came the hounds, attended by two portly 
huntſmen, equipped in ſcarlet jackets. The 
chiding of the hounds, and the cracking of 
the whips, filled the court with ſounds that 
excited ſentiments of the moſt blithe and 
jocund nature. Laſtly defcended from the 
hall, the well-greaved knights, and cour- 
teous damſels. After ſome little time ſpent 
in diſeourſing upon the dangers of the field, 
each ventrous knight vaulted upon his 
courſer, and took an affectionate leave of 
the lady of his affections, who was not ſpa- 
ring in putting up prayers for his ſafe re- 
turn. The cavalcade paſſed thro' the park 
towards the ferry, without any material ac- 

cident ; 
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cident ; but an unlucky ſpark flying out of 
the blackſmith's ſhop, on the hill, ſo af- 
frighted Mr. H——'s long-tailed charger, 
that he ſtarted violently againſt my Lord of 
Ws ſteed, and bruiſed his maſter's knee 
againſt a wicker bottle, which the noble 
Marquis carried in his pocket, for the ſake 
of ſupporting the courage of the company, 
and of nimseLy. After this diſturbance 
was ſettled, the cavalry paſſed the river in 
good order; and no ſooner were they 
landed on the other ſide, than they galloped 
away with great intrepidity, leaving the 
ferry-man unpaid. After they were arrived 
on the field of action, the firſt object of 
their fury was a poor grimalkin, who that 
morning, allured by the freſhneſs of the air, 
had left her home — ah, never to return! 
While each man was ſilently indulging in 
the emotions this melancholy ſcene excited, 
a hideous and infernal cry was heard, and 
all, quickly looking round, beheld the gen- 
tle E=— furrounded, and in imminent 
danger of being devoured by an innumer- 
able herd of mercileſs swIiN E: and then, 
had the youth's wonted valour inſpired his 
breaſt, 
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breaſt, dire would have been the conflict, 
and many a well-fed ham have reeked along 
the plain : but bethinking himſelf of the 
venſon and claret that awaited his return, 
his wrath gave place to nulder ſentiments, 
and he determined to ſeek his ſafety in 
flight, and to ſcour off with the utmoſt pre- 
cipitation. In the mean time his gallant 
comrades made an excellent diſpoſition to 
favour his retreat, and keep the furious 
beaſts at a diſtance. The reſcue being ac- 
compliſhed, at length the timid hare was 
rouzed from her place of ſecurity, and pur- 
ſued with prodigious perſeverance for the 


ſpace of three minutes, when a field of un- 


ripe corn fayoured her eſcape. By this 
time the various events of the morning had 
taken ſuch hold of each man's breaſt, that 


it was thought hetter to. return, than to 


expoſe themſelves to any farther riſk that 
day. Accordingly, with flow and penſive 
ſteps, they marched back to Eaton-Hall, 
pondering much on the unaccountable an- 
tipathy which they obſerved to ſubſiſt be- 


| tween the courteous E=—, and the briſtly 


race. 


SONG. 
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SONG. 


If ever prayer of hapleſs love _ 
Might, gentle hours, your pity move 
Now urge your flight with ſpeedieſt wing, 
And to theſe arms my A bring. 
Dear maid ! what charm like her can cheer 
When fortune frowns, the ſinking ſoul! 
Her ſmile unfurls the hrow of care; 
And ſickneſs owns her ſong's controul. 


Long, long my fond impatient heart 
Hath felt ſuſpence's reſtleſs ſmart! 
How ſlowly mov'd the prince of day! 
Yon moon—how tedious her delay! 
O Cynthia! down the azure fly, 

And bid thy brother ſhine again; 
And tell him, ete he quits the ſky 

To make my wiſh no longer vain. 


O lend, ye hours, a favouring ear 
That hour which brings my charmer here; 
That happy hour, my grateful rhyme 
Shall reſcue from the ſtream ot time. 
The ſprightly notes that tel} my joy 
For ever give © that hour to fame; 
For ſure its memory ne'er can die, 
When join'd in ſong with A——'s name. 


* 
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Ix we knew how to convey a letter to Thalia (a circum- 
ſtance not even provided for by Mr. Palmer's new plan) 
we would inform her that her Remonſtrance“ has had all 
the effect ſhe could reaſonably have expected, and that ſhe 
is admitted to ſhare the evening with her glum ſiſter.” 
The Rev. Gentleman, indeed, could not be prevailed upon 
to play Miſs Lucy, for reaſons which we do not think pro- 
per to publiſh ; and as no ohe elſe dared to undertake it, 
after the marked preference the Goddeſs had ſhown the 
Parſon, it was found neceſſary to take another piece. 
Hin LIFE BELOW STAIRS was at length fixed upon; 
and we truſt Thalia will not be diſpleaſed with the choice 
of the entertainment, nor the diſtribution of the characters. 


My own HISTORY is obliged to be deferred till to- 
morrow. 


We have communicated FauToR's plan to ſeveral of 
dur friends, and they concur in thinking it impraRticable: 


* See the firſt Number. 
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EATON CHRONICLE: 


THE SALT-BOX, 


SEPT, 6, 


MY OWN HISTORY. 


Olin truncus eram ficulnus, inutile lignum ; 
Quem faber incertus ſcamnum faceretne Priapum, 
Maluit efſe DEU. 


ME. EArox's groves in former times, 
(Ladies! I hope you'll like my rhymes) 
A ſtunted tree was I, 
And rogues aſſembled round my root, 
Have waited for his lordſhip's fruit, 
Till darkneſs veil'd the ſky. 


At length the axe diſturb'd the caws 
Of noiſy magpies, rooks, and daws, 
That neſtled round my head; 
: H And 
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And William“, at one ſturdy ſtroke, 
Me from my old companions, broke, 
Joint tenants of the ſhade. 


Long time in thoughtful poſture ſtood 
This fell artificer of wood, 
Then ſtraight produc'd his rule 
Now was my deſtiny at ſtake ; 
For much he mus'd, if he ſhould make 
A SALT-BOX, or a ſtool. 


When Jove, to end the doubtful ſtrife, 

On which was hung my future life, 
Sent Pallas, quickly down ; 

Who, borrowing Mrs. Rigby's cloak, 

With nimble ſtep, went and beſpoke 
A SALT-BOX of the clown. 


Long time, with general approbation, 
J fill'd the duties of this ſtation, 
| Tickling each various palate ; 
To ME the cook ow'd half his art, 
Whether He'd flavour to impart, 
To veniſon, or to ſalad. 


And certes, in this humble ſtate 
{ {till had liv'd, had not my fate 
To Eaton brought, I trow 
The gayeſt choir of nymphs and ſwains, 
That ever trod theſe happy plains, 
Since Dee began to flow. 


W. Henkenſon, the carpenter, 


For 


1 
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For while they ſome RECIPIENT ſought, 
To hold the numerous things they wrote, 
And all in turn opin'd 
And this declar'd a trunk her choice ; 
That for a tea-cheſt gave his voice; 
And none were of a mind. 


That gracious power that rul'd my birth, 
Sent Pallas down again to earth, 

Who twitch'd® Earl Groſvenor's ear; 
And whiſpering ſaid, Upon my word, 
Your Lord{hip's friends are quite abſurd, 

When they've a SALT-BOX here,” 


With that he turn'd, and on the board 

Beheld mt ſtand, new waſh'd, and ſcour'd ; 
(Plac'd by the Goddeſs there) 

The object ſtraight, caught every eye, 


And „ SALT-BOX! SALT-BOX!” was the cry 


Of each conſenting fair. 


Now plac'd behind the ſaloon door, 
The nymphs and ſwains my boſom ſtore 
With tributary lays ; * | 
And, did they oftner write, my name 

Might ſoon ecligſe the laviſh fame 
Of Lady Millar's vAs k. 


Taz SALT.- BOX. 
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To the Editor of the Eaton Chronicle. 


SIR, 


Tur incloſed was found laſt night be- 
tween nine and ten o'clock, in the path 
leading from the lodge to the ſervants hall. 
Whether Mr. C-—, to whom it was ad- 
dreſſed, dropt it out of his pocket, or whe- 
ther (what is more likely) the fellow that 
brought 1t having conſigned his memory to 
that oblivion which Eaton ale uſually pro- 
duces, forgot to deliver it, and loſt it on his 
return, I cannot pretend to determine, As 
its contents, however, are of a moſt ſerious 
nature, and, as an action may be brought 
unawares againſt Mr. C—, I thought no 
time ſhould be loſt in making it public ;— 
more eſpecially, as it may ſerve as a caution 
to ſuch of the Eaton gentry as might be in- 
duced to follow the example of one, whom 
years (it might be ſuppoſed) ſhould have 
prevented from playing ſuch pranks ; I 
have therefore conſigned the whole to the 
Salt-box, and am, Mr. Editor, 


Your's, &oo. 
A FRIEND TO THE FAMILY. 


The 
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The bumble Petition of Martha Nobbs, 20 tbe 
bumane Mrs. Deborah Dubſkelper, 


SHEWETH, 


That on Tueſday laſt about noon, as Polly 
Nobbs, my lame daughter, was waſhing the 
head of Bobby Nobbs at the door, ſhe gives 
a loud ſhreek all of a ſudden, drops poor 
Bobby into the ſwill-tub, and, ſkelping into 
the houſe, ſounds away. Sukey Nobbs 
ſounds away at the ſame time, and falls 
from the loft, where ſhe was croping after 
ſome dried cabbage, into the {will-tub too. 
I ſkelps to the door, and there I ſees a figure 
with great green eyes, mounted on a huge 
camel, with a monſtrousraw head : frighted 
to death, I ſounds away too. Lord, Madam, 
wouldn't you have done the ſame ? When I 
recollar d my ſenſes, poor dear little Bobby 
Nobbs was as dead as a door nail. Sukey 
had ſcrambled out of the tub, but was ſo 
tremblous, ſhe had forgot her brother. 


That your humble petitioner has ſince 
heard as how it was a gemman in diſguiſe, 
one Maſter C-—, A fad thing to fright 


poor 


6 . 4 7 . \ 
* 5 9 — — — - == - by — — 2 — — —— — — 
. — : S — — — SSRIs — 


* 
4 
i} 
4 
* 
it 
. 
8 
+ 


e 


1 JI." l 
Ln — 8 „ * 


=" "A 


= a 
* % 
— — EIS = * — << 
— <_—_— ——— — —— — 
7 — = — — — - — — — — — — 
2 . — — — — > — — — ” 
f. IS -— - — — — — * 
5 


- 


* 3 3 — n l 
* 2 NED * 1 PIES. 5 ft ©. l wo * 
„ — 2 — 122 C2 
* — * + got — 
* = a0" —_ — 2 
— = * — 9 1 — 
- = => > 7 & K 


62 THE EATON CHRONICLE ; OR, 


poor volks to death thus, for gemmen's 
fun! Poor Bobby will haunt him for't — 
And ſo, dear charitable Madam, as I have 
before experimented your bounty, ſo, if you 
will be pleaſed to help me out a bit in fray- 
ing the expences of my child's funeral, your 
petitioner, as in duty bound, will ever pray, 


&c. &C. 
M. NOBBS, 


Tuls was incloſed in the following letter 
from Mrs. Deborah. 


To Aſh. C-—, Efe. 


SIR, 0 
think you mult lee the folly of this ſpe- 
cies of buffoonery in its full force, eſpecially 
at your time of life, when, as the man in 
the play ſays, © the heigh-ho l of the blood is 
over.” You will not {cruple undoubtedly 
to defray the expences of Bobby's funeral, 
and to do ſomething handſome for poor 
Martha, who is, as you may perceive, diſ- 
conſolate for the loſs of him. If you heſi- 
tate about the matter, I confeſs I ſhall have 
no ſcruple in bringing you before the tribu- 
nal 
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nal of juſtice. I have taken the advice and 
opinion of my attorney and factotum on 
the ſubject: under ni I am never afraid of 
proceeding to buſineſs. Not by way of 
threat, but by way of putting the matter 
out of all diſpute, I ſubjoin his opinion, 
which I hold to be ſound law. 
Your's, &c. 


DEB. DUBSKELPER. 


This Orirrox, which we, as well as Mrs. Deborah, 
hold to be ſound law, cannot poſſibly appear till to-morrow, 


——— 


' 


THe loſſes of the Kidderminſter hen 
Have been recorded by a famous pen ; 
By E-—, who, jult-minded, worthy man, 
Redreſſes grievances whene'er——he can: 
In abler hands I leave the guilty ſwine, 
Nor wilt I on her ſpend one angry line. 


| Now to my tale pray lend a pitying ear; 

A ſigh at leaſt *twill draw, perhaps a tear. 

The other morning as I chanc'd to ſtray, 

I bent towards the theatre my way, 

And ſilent view'd the ſtage ſo long neglected, 
On which a ſecond Roſcius was expected; 
When lo! my muſing on a ſudden ſtopp'd—— 
Two rats enormous from the curtain popp'd ; 


The 
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The aged parents of a numerous brood ; 
And from their converſe this I underſtood. 


Times are much chang'd, my loving friend and ſpouſe, 
Since here we us'd to frolic and carrouſe ; 
No more by day dare we make out ſad meal, 
And ſcarce this tranſient interview we ſteal. 
The noble Earl, ſo fam'd for his urbanity, 
Even he himſelf, for us has no humanity ; 
He makes his gueſts each day their parts diſcuſs, 
And never thinks their play is death to us. 


——————————————————————_—_——_ rw _ 


We have received a letter from one of our fair correſ- 
pondents, who makes herſelf extremely merry (we - 
pretty well why) with the ignorance of the Eaton-Hall 
gentry, in German. This, by the bye, is not ſo great as 
ſhe imagines. Some other things too, which they pretend 
to, ſhe will not give them credit for. We truſt, upon trial, 
they will be found to anſwer better than ſhe expects. For 
the reſt, we would have inſerted the letter, if we had not 
been apprehenſive of a ſnake in the graſs. We fancied we 
perceived the „ing; if we were miſtaken, the Authoreſs 
muſt thank herſelt for not clearing the way better before us, 


The elegant Stanzas, by way of Prologue, to-morrow. 


\ 
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E do know that ſweet hand, ſaid 

Malvolia when he found Maria's 

letter. We may be miſtaken, as Malvolia 

was ; but we think we recognize the author 

of the Addreſs to the Salt-box,” in the 
following elegant lines. 


SPIDERO's LAMENTATION 


ON THE + 


SWEEPING OUT OF THE PLAY-HOUSEs 


Beneath the covert of a ſpreading yew 
SPIDERO fat, and roll'd his vengeful eyes ; 
The flies with horror ſaw, and trembling flew, 
His bulk ſo vaſt, and jaws of monſtrous ſize, 
I Cauſeleſs 
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Cauſeleſs they flew :—for him no wiſh of prey 
Mov'd at that hour to try his fraudful art: 
Far other thoughts his troubl'd boſom ſway, 
And thus he pours the ſorrows of his heart. 


Curſt be the day, he cries, and curſt the hour, 
When the dread word to swEEP THE HOUSE,” way 
given; 
When our ſad race by cruel beſom's power, 
Forth from their antient haunts were rudely driven. 


Theſe ſorrowing eyes, alas ! ſaw Fanny's* arm 
Uplifted high, the topmoſt pane to reach ; 
In vain I ſtrove my family to alarm, 
In vain I ſtrove my longeſt legs to ſtretch : 


For ere I came I ſaw my lovely mate, 
The faireſt ſpinner ſhe of all the room; 
My beauteous children too—ah, cruel fate ! 


All cruſh'd together in one general doom. 


Securely now, ye gnats, ye vagrant flies, 
Ye blue-bottles, ſecure the windows roam: 
To ſeize ye now, no foe in ambuſh lies, 
Alas ! « Spidero's occupation's gone!“ 


Where wert thou, INDUSTRY, when this ſad chance 
Befel the race that moſt revere thy name ? 


Say, wert thou gone to ſteady, ſprightly France, 
Or urge the ſlow, neglectful ſons of Spain? 


* Fanny Davis, the houſe-maid. 


For 
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For me, who live theſe loſſes to deplore, 

Do thou, at leaſt, my ardent prayer . 
| Reſume the fayours thou haſt ſhewn before, 

And never more that barbafous maid befriend, 


O, may each Sunday ful to her prove wet 

Or, if ſhe chance to walk ſome flattering morn, 
May ſudden ſhowers ſtill ſpoil her laſt new hat, 

Still may ſhe meet her favourite ſweetheart's ſcorn! 


941 


OPINION. 


of Timothy Sleet, Attorney, Cheſt. on the 
CAsk put to * by Mrs. one _ 
No aa E 
Pag the circumſtances of the preſent 
ale, 1 am clearly of opinion, that Aſh. 


C-—, Eſq. (brother to the Right Hon. 


Lord Scarſdale, and brother-in-law to the 


Right Hon. the Earl Groſvenor) having 
with malicious intent, put, himſelf, or horſe, 
or both, into maſquerade, and for the ſole, 
and only purpoſe, of frightening to death, 
the good and well-diſpoſed inhabitants of 
the city of Cheſter ; and having ſo far ſuc- 
ew as to frighten to death young Maſ- 


12 ter 


- 
k 
* 
* „ 
= 
F, = 
5 
"4 
* 
* 
©; 
* 
4 
# * 
4 
0 th 
* 4 
= 
= 
» 72 
* fi 
1 
13 
x 
"= - 
21 
. * 
* 
- 3 
a 
\ = 
" * 
3:3 
1 
4 
1 
7 9 
by p 
4 
„ o 
= 
7 % 
i a 
Te 
15 
1 
„ 
'v & 
= 


68 THE EATON CHRONICLE ; OR 


ter Nobbs, ſon of that peaceable woman 
Martha Nobbs ;—the aforeſaid Aſh. C—, 

Eſq. is, according to the ſtrict letter, and 
meaning of the law of this land, guilty of 
FELONY without benefit of clergy :—for 
felony includes petit treaſon, homicide, rape, 
burning of houſes, burglary, robbery, breach 
of priſon, (where the priſoner is chargeable 
with a felony) reſcues and eſcapes, and mur- 
der; of which laſt crime, the ſaid Aſh. 
C——, Eſq. being moſt eſpecially, and 
notoriouſly guilty; and the which being 
deemed the worſt of crimes vide, g Inſt. 
53. H. P. C. 33. Lytt. 26. I am of opinion, 
that the ſaid Aſh, C ſhould be, all cir- 
cumſtances duly conſidered, drawn, and 
quartered :;—becaufe, thro malice prepenſe, 
eſchewing piety and religion, when he ſal- 
lied forth in maſquerade, he cheriſhed a 
wiſh to frighten to death. Now, to frighten 
to death, ſignifying ſomething unlimited, he, 
m all probability, had it in aforethought 
malice, to kill ten, twenty, fifty, or perhaps 
a hundred, of the quiet and well-diſpoſed 
inhabitants of this ancient and loyal city of 
Cheſter. I ſhall juſt ſtate one more caſe in 
PTY cConfir- 
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confirmation of my opinion. Plut. 129. 
H. P. C. 3 g-if a man have an ox or horſe, 
that he knows to be miſchievous, and do 


' = 
= 2 


not tie them up, if they occaſion the death 
of any man, woman, or child, the owner 
may be indicted, as having teloniouſly killed 
ſuch man, woman, or child. 


r. rr. 
7 ba PLE | — 4 * . — . 


S TANZ A 8s 
BY WAY OF PROLOGUE, Heißes, 
poet Auditors] pray, hear me ſpeak ; 
My nature is both ſhy, and meek, ' 
And therefore fitteſt to diſplay, 


The terrors of the approaching play, 


For THOSE indulgence I implore 
Wa never trod the ſtage beſore; REA 
They, wait in anxious thought to know . 
;, How far your Ertan will go. | 
Een now the gen' rous Hamlet's ſad, 
dn oe. almoſt mad? 
The injur'd Ghoſt dreads to impart I. 
. | The inward feelings of his heart, 

Leſt fear and ſorrow thus combin'd, | 8 
Should quite unhinge his Hamlet's mind. 


HForatio, 


— 4 F.2 
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Horatio, too, has no relief eff 
To n * 1 
And all amaz d, as if toſee _ +9 - 
Tue Ghoſt een now, arm'd: cap-a-pe, 5 
Piolonius in his r 
And ſcarce to the Queen can ſay « he's tad, * 
Navy, would behind the puaraeail Dil 
Rather than riſk his part to play, 
And be a. fiſh-monger” indeed, 
. _ 'Than before this aſſembly plead— 
Their ſituation thus they feel, 
And you alone their wounds can heal ; 
May I bow out, and let your candour ſay 
AWZ WILL, NOT BE SEVERE, HOWE ER YOU 
OY. 


* *- 
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Yeſterday Earl Groſvenor, as well as all 
the viſitors at Eaton-Hall, attended the 
meeting of the Royal Britiſh Archers, which 
was held at Mr. Wilſon's, of Trevallyn. 
Many were the carriages that attended to 
carry this moſt reſpectable body; amongſt 
which we noticed one built according to the 
general conſtruction of a calf- cart. This 
was well occupied by a party lately come 
from Eſſex, who, in conformity to the cuſ- 
tom of their country, gave it the preference. 

N Some 
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Some bujſchers approaching, in hopes to ; 
make a bargain,” were unexpectedly diſap- * 


pointed in their deſign upon the cargo ; all 


declaring, that te they were too dear for 
their money.“ 


It is hoped by 0 who know the merits of 
Miſs B— in the arching way, that ſhe has 
found the arrow which occaſioned ſo many 
ſharp and ſtinging things: to: be 28 
3 Capt. G—. 15 55 


8 1 


To the EATON SONG TRESIES. 


Hark! what plaintive choral notes 
' Panting on the liſt'ning air, | 
Murmuring float from yonder bower ! 

Lov'd receſs from noiſe and Care. 


by 


Far — Phozbus' ultry ray, 
There the tuneful maids aſſemble; . 
And, while dulcet ſtrains they join, 
With melody the green leaves tremble, Sh 


* 
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Softly ſweet to Tuſcan meaſures 
Now M tunes the pre, ſts: 5 ren“ 
Sounds harmonious charm the ſoul . 
Joy and love her tones inſpire. 


When 
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When ( per joco“ E — mn li 
Th' attic ſongſter pours his throat ' 
When El-— joins, the Muſes 22 (415% | 
Seem to harmonize each note. 


Nor ſhall gentle Em—— lack py Yona * 
Praiſes due to tender ſtrains; —©&& 

Nor gay F-— be forgot, 7h 19 en 
While o'er ſong Euterpẽ reigns. | 
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THs letter from Kidderminſter is apparently ſpurious. 
We know that the woman hanged-herſelf in the HEx- 
RQOST ; but have fince been informed (on the beſt autho-- 
rity) that ſhe was cut down, and recovered, by her diſcon- 
ſolate huſband, As we have hitherto adhered to truth 
with the moſt ſcrupulous exactneſs, in this enormous buſi- 
neſs, we dare not ſtart from it now: we cannot, therefore, 
conſent to charge Mr. E-—— with a death that never hap- 
pened. | a 


The well written letter from Mr. Pince, to-morrow. 


The Rebus is received ; but we beg leave to decline in- 
ſerting it. Some of the MacAzIxES, perhaps, may take 
it in; but the Sar r- ox is only open to genuine wit, and 
wholeſome ſenſe. 


NUMBER X. 


EATON CHRON ILE; 


OR, 


" THE SALT- BOX, 


' SEPT. 9. 


T* followin g letter was received late 
laſt night, from one of the worſhipful 
the Aldermen of Cheſter. 


To the Editor of the Salt-Box. 
SIR, 


You are deſired to give immediate notice 
to the public, of the ſteps that have been 
taken to bring to juſtice the perpetrator of 
that wanton. and unheard-of cruelty, com- 
mitted under the walls of the venerable 
city of Cheſter, on Tueſday laft, 

K | * The 


* 


* 
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The humble Petition of Martha Nobbs 
to Mrs. Deb. Dub.—” The letter then 
goes on to recite the pet. together with 
the opinion of counſel, &c. &c. nearly as we 
gave it in the eighth and ninth Numbers of 
our Chronicle ; after which it proceeds 
thus: „Application was accordingly made 
to the Mayor of Cheſter, who, upon mature 
conſultation with the Aldermen, Common 
Council, Juſtices of the Peace, &c. did, on 
the aforeſaid depoſitions of the ſaid Martha 
Nobbs, iſſue out his warrant to the Conſta- 
bles, Petty Conſtables, Head-boroughs, &c. 
to attach, and bring the body of the ſaid, 
Aſh. C before him, or ſome other Juſ- 
tice of the Peace, to be dealt with according 
to law. 


Tuis produced the following notice from 
the Conſtable. | 


Sunday, Sept. 7th. 
Ib bis Worſhip the Mayor of Cheſter. 


« In purſuance of your honour's warrant, 
the hue and cry was immediately made thro' 
the different parts of the County of Cheſter, 

Ann 
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and to all the ſea-ports, and borders of this | 
ancient principality of Wales; till after 
ſunſet on' Tueſday, without ſucceſs. No 
tidings on Wedneſday. On Thurſday, 
Sept. 4th, a ſuſpiciousslooking perſon, ana 
ſwering the deſcription, in company with a 
tall, thin man in black, was ſeen ſculking in 
the lanes, fields, and hedges about Wrex- 
ham ; on which your honour's warrant was 
backed by the Juſtices of the principality of 
Wales, and an order given by them to have 
the offender, together with the nature of 
the offence, advertiſed in the country papers 
fifty miles round, and in the Eaton Chro- 
nide ; ſo that it is hoped the body of the 
ſaid Aſh. C will be ſoon apprehended, 
and lodged in goal, to be removed by ha- 
beas corpus to take his trial at the enſuing 
lent aſſizes, and goal delivery, in the City of 
Chelter, for the malicious and cruel murder 
of little Bobby Nobbs. pod. 


Norhixs can be more affecting to a con- 
ſiderate mind, than the different ideas of 
different people on the ſame ſubject. While 
the worthy Conſtable we have juſt parted 

* 2 . from 
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from, was treating the death of young 
Maſter Nobbs in the moſt ſerious manner, 


was another perſon employed in turning 
the whole to a jeſt! Which of them deſerves 
beſt of his country, and indeed of all good 
men, may be determined after peruſing the 


following 
SONG. 


TO THE TUNE OF THE VICAR AND MOSES, 


Ah, wicked deſpight 
To deſtroy, by a fright 
Bobby Nobbs, the delight of poor Martha ! 
Thro' the city to preſs 
In maſquerade dreſs, 
Like that worn in the days of King Arthur! 
| Tol de rol. 


But when Arthur's knights, 
Worthy war-waging wights 
With dread fury that city attack'd ; 
Each Ceſtrian brigade 
In the Rows was array'd, 
And each “ raw-head and bloody-bones” thwack'd, 


But you, Mr. O, 
| With ſharp-pointed ſpurs on, 
Thro' the city your courſe madly take, 
Without intimation 
Create conſternation, 
And ſans previous notice, war make. 


Deſpiſing 
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Deſpiſing the rules 
Of old politic ſchools, 
And the wiſe “Law of Nations” deriding z 
Your war-horſe aſtride 
You furiouſly ride, 
And havock and ruin take pride in. 
One caution, and then 
I'll relinquiſh my pen : 
Beware of the good folks of Cheſter, 
Your farm is full near, 
If you there once appear, 
Papa ne'er again will fee ESTHER. 


—_— 


i * 
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Tur following letter is from Mr. Pince; 
and we ſincerely hope it will be the laſt he 
will have occaſion to write on the ſubject. 


To the Right Hon. the Earl Groſvenor, &c. 
MY LORD, 

I ani ſorry to trouble your lordſhip a ſe- 
cond time; but, as the ſtrange gentleman 
in the play ſays, If my duty is too bold, my 
love is too unmannerly.— To my great 
amazement, after the notice your lordſhip 
was pleaſed to take of my laſt letter, and 
the prohibition that was iſſued in conſe- 
quence of it, to all melancholy, and moon- 
ſtruck lovers, rhymers, &c. &c. I found 

yeſterday, 
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yeſterday, on one of your lordſhip's nobleſt 
oaks, (which was unmercifully ſtript for the 
carving of them) theſe Stanzas, which I co- 
pied verbatim, and which I have taken the 
liberty of incloſing, as an alarming proof of 
the pertinacity of your lordſhip's gueſts, 
and a convincing ſpecimen of their ſmall 
pretenſions to that reputation, wh ich (pleaſe 
your lordſhip) could only, according to my 
Poor way of thinking, have entitled theni to 
the ſmalleſt conſideration ; or given them 
the moſt diſtant excuſe for their profanation 
of theſe hallowed groves. My lord, as you 
regard my reputation as an honeſt man, 
and your own oaks, if you detect the au- 
thor, pray ſpare him not. Being your 
lordſhip's dutiful ſervant to command, 


J. BARTLETT PINCE. 


P. S. I ſuſpect them to be the produc- 
tion of the unhappy young man that gave 
riſe to my firſt complaint, as B-— is traced 
upon many of the neighbouring trees, and 
always in the ſame character. 


The lay to Minerva is due, 

Who, poiz'd betwixt mirth and reſerve, 
The mid-way path loves to purſue, 

Nor from it capriciouſly ſwerve. 


And 
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And due is to Venus the lay; 

Jo fair Venus, the Goddeſs of Love ! 
Who toys the light moments away, 

But ah! not with ME—in the grove. 


And due'to the-Queen of the ſkies, 

Is the lay—but the ſubject's ſo noble, 
Its aid my weak pen-knite denies, 

And leaves me, poor bard, in a hobble. 


I hope your lordſhip will not think it 
preſumptuous in me to ſubjoin a few lines 
of my own compoſition.” I aſſure you, my 
lord, I never had the vanity (although 
ſomewhat applauded in the lower regions) 
to think them worthy of ſpoiling your lord- 
{bip's trees; ſo never unbarked any oaks on 
their account. They are the offspring of 
an humble Muſe. Dioxrrv, BEAUTY, and 
Wir inſpired them. 


The blue-ey'd Minerva with dignified mein, 
In various deſcriptions poetic thou'ſt ſeen: 
When there thou haſt ſeen her, 
Say, didſt thou not think of RiGp1na ! 


When I dream of fair Venus in bowers of viburnum, 
Jn ſoft lauruſtinus, and eke of laburnum, 

I ſee, while theſe ſcreen her, | 

The beautiful nymph TroMAsINA ! 
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If Juno, the ſiſter and conſort of Jove, 
Thou'ſt ſeen ſo majeſtical roam throꝰ the grove, 
Thou'd'{t have doubted between her 
And the ſtately, the elegant RoBiNSONINA, 


Give me leave to add, my lord, that the 
above ſimple ſtanzas have had the effect of 
reſtoring peace and tranquillity to our 
nymphs and ſwains; as they have calmed 
the indignation that was ariſing .in the bo- 
ſoms of Rigbina and Thomaſina, at not hav- 
ing been celebrated before—an honour ta 
which they july thought themſelves enti- 
tled. | J. B. F. 


In juſtice to Mr. Pince, we cannot diſmiſs his letter 
without hinting at a circumſtance, which gives additional 
force to his appropriation of characters, and which his own 
modeſty alone, prevented him from noticing ; namely, that 
the dignified Minerva, alias Rigbina, is at this time lame of 
her left leg; the beautiful Venus, alias Thomaſina, lame of 
her right; and the majeſtical Juno, alias Robinſonina, lame | 
of both! 


= = —— 


Wr have now nearly gone through our tenth Number : 
and we cannot finiſh it better than by returning our fincere 
thanks to thoſe that have enabled us to do it with ſuch gene- 
ral ſatisfaction, We are almoſt aſhamed to fay, that the 
greater part of our praiſe is due to the ladies, as the gentle- 
men (with very few exceptions) have conſented ta be amu- 
ſed, without endeavouring to amuſe in turn. 


1 H E 
EATON CHRONICLE; 


O R, 


THE SALT-BOX. 


SEPT. 11. 


2 2 
* 


HIS is the ſecond paper it has been our 
fortune to begin with an Epitaph; 
and we have felt a pang, a bitter pang, on a 
comparative view of the different ſtate of the 
two ſubjects of them. The one“ full of 
years, and honours, died in the boſom of 
his family, after a hearty breaſtfaſt. The 
other (a «© child of miſery baptized in 
tears”) perhaps never eat a breakfaſt in his 
life; and after a brief and wretched exiſt- 


Mr. Henry Hudſon,—vid. our firſt Number. 


Af 0 
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ence of a few months, was wantonly cut off 
in the midſt of a painful operation, viz. 
having his head waſhed ! Our readers will 
ſee, that we allude to Bobby Nobbs, who 
was buried laſt Wednelday, and for whom 
the humane Mrs. Deborah Dubſkelper 


compoled the tollowing 


4 


E P4354 PW. 


Here lies, i“ th' lap of earth, poor Bobby Nobbs, 
Who, in his little life had many cobbs—— 
From Martha firſt, who, tho' ſhe often kiſt him, 
Did never think it ſacrilege to fiſt h:m, 

But held it doctrine ſound, and ſapient too, 
When children cry, to beat them black and blue. 
And next from Polly Nobbs, of May the roſe, 
Who, up and down“ like the world, always goes: 
The daily preſſure of her gentle fiſt 

On's back and loins, he ſcarcely ever miſt; 
While „ noiſy brat!“ would to'ther ſiſter cry, 
And to each ear her ell-wide palm apply. 

Nor theſe alone — for, from his father's arms, 
Was Bobby Nobbs oft ſeiz'd with dire alarms. 
Oft right and left, uplifted did he ſpy, 

With deſperate birch, his b— to ſcariſy. 

Thus fifty long revolving moons had ſeen 

This wretched boy the ſport of ire and ſpleen, 


* Becauſe ſhe has one leg conſiderably longer than the other, as we 


mentioned in our firſt account of this atrocious buſineſs. 


* Had 
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Had ſeen him buffeted, revil'd by all, 

Whom father, mother, ſiſters lov'd to maul ; 
The but at which they ſped both day and night, 
The ſhafts of paſſion, and impatient ſpight, 


By parents' hands, howe'er, the gods decreed 

That Bob ſhould not definitively bleed : 

A dread phoenomenon, with headlong rage 
Drives thro” the ſtrects, apalling youth and age; 

The affrighted ſiſter lets her brother flide 

From her fair hands, and lo ! a ſwill-tub wide, 

Invidious fate! receives the hapleſs boy, 

Whom ſoon, too ſoon, its foul contents deſtroy— 

His life ſince Martha came too late to ſave, 

Lo! to an earthly from a wat'ry grave, 

With dirges due ſhe tends, alas! his hearſe, 

And to his memory gives this weeping verſe. 


We are happy to have it in our power to 
relieve our readers from the regret and 
ſorrow they muſt feel at the peruſal of the 
foregoing fimple and affecting lines, by 
ſubjoining the following letter from the 
keeper of Stafford goal, which was kindly 
tranſmitted to us by the Mayor of Cheſter, 
and by which they will ſee that the fatal 
occaſion of them, is in a fair way of atoning 
tor his miſdeeds. 


L 2 th 
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To the Worſbipful the Mayor of Cheſter, 
SIR, | 


Comparing the ſeveral advertiſements in 
the Shrewtbury, Coventry, Stafford, Liver- 
pool, Birmingham, and EaTox papers, with 
the Cheſter, deſcribing the perſon, and ca- 
mel, on which a wanton and malicious mur- 
der was committed, near the walls of Cheſ- 
ter, on Tueſday laſt, I ſent out my runners, 
being informed one anſwering the deſcrip- 
tion was ſeen about ſeven in the morning, 
hunting with a certain baronet,-on a ſpot of 
ground, known by the name of Carnock 
Chace. Accordingly I ventured to take 
him up on ſuſpicion, and have lodged him 
in Stafford goal, ready to be removed by 
habeas corpus, to take his trial at Cheſter, 
at the enſuing aſſizes. From your dutiful 
ſervant, &c. 


PADLOCK BIRMINGHAM, Goaler. 


P.S. The Mayor and Corporation of 
Stafford, Birmingham, and Coventry, beg 
your worſhip will favour them with a cir- 
cumſtantial 


* 
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cumſtantial account of the event of this trial, 


it being an unheard-of, and new en 
of murder. 


* 


S TANZ As. 


I, at noon-tide's ſultry hour, 
In a cloſe ſequeſter'd bower, 
Lovely Em lately found 
Sleeping on the flowery ground, 
While I feaſt my raviſh'd eye, 
Lo! a vain and wanton fly, 
In his ſummer coat array'd 
Dar'd to kiſs the ſleeping maid. 

| Off her blooming cheek he preſt, 
Oft her ſnowy neck careſt, ; 
And oft, audacious ! dar d to ſip by 
Nectar from her glowing lip. 

Then, to a new-blown roſe-bud flying, 
And in its fragrant boſom lying, 
Rifles all its ſweets, and then 
Flits to Es lips again, 
Seeming curious to compare 


The pride of Flora with my fair. 


« Fooliſh inſet! can the roſe 
« Sweets like E 's breath diſcloſe ? 
« Canits leaves of deepeſt dye 
With her bluſhing beauties vie? 


« Fooliſh inſet! hence, away 
Or I ſpoil thy idle play: 
| Hence 
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Hence] or thy preſumptuous joys 


« This vindictive hand deſtroys. 

« He, who from jealous anguiſh free, 
« A rival / can tamely ſee, 

« Never did his boſom prove 

The fervour of a genuine love.“ 


Rage my breaſt had ſcarcely warm'd, - ». 
Scarce the murderous thought was form'd, 
Ere the fly his pinions ſpread, 
And with a ſportive zephyr fled, 
And, as he [ightly ſkimm'd along, 
Thus, methought, ſarcaſtic ſung. 


„ See? ®F SED dee! 
I am from thy E—— free, 
While hapleſs thou, art doom'd to prove 


„ 
La 


« 'The laſting pangs of anxious love: 
« But if thus, thy ſoul was mov d 
For that I too curious, rov'd 

« O'er every ſoft, enchanting grace, 
« Of thy matchleſs E——'s face, 

« How canſt thou let the vagrant air, 
« So freely wanton with the fair? 

« Lo! cven now the amorous gale 
« Lifts her boſom's ſilken veil ; 

« Haſte! extend thy guardian arms, 
« And from the rifler ſnatch her charms ; 
« Vain attempt ! a jealous mind, 

« A rival mects in every wind, 


To 
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To the Right Honourable Lord GROSVENOR. 


MY LORD, > 


I am too well acquainted with your lord- 
ſhip's humanity, to doubt your paying 
ſpeedy attention to the ſubject of this letter. 
My lord, juſt as I was entering the garden 
grove yeſterday, deeply muſing on my part, 
I was interrupted by a profound ſigh ; and 
looking around me, I ſaw a gentleman (who 
ſhall be nameleſs, out of reſpect to his fa- 
mily) ſtanding under a projecting branch of 
a tree, and looking wiſhfully at a garter he 
held extended in his hands. The noiſe I 
made in advancing, diſturbed him, for he 
immediately huddled up the garter, and 
ruſhed into the thickeſt part of the grove. 
There can be little doubt of his intention ; 
and truly, my lord, when I came to ſee the 


tree, I did not ſo much wonder at it, for it 


hangs acroſs the path, at the very convenient 
height of ſeven feet three. Your lordſhip, 
who knows 


« How oft the ſight of means to do ill deeds, 
« Makes ill deeds done,” 


will undoubtedly give immediate orders to 
have 
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have it deſtroyed. It is not far from the 
entrance, and cannot be miſled. 


I declare I ſhall tremble every time I en- 
ter the grove, leſt I ſhould find one of your 
lordſhip's love-lorn gueſts dangling there, 
with a label pinned to his breaſt, ſetting 
forth by what cruel fair one he died, &c. &c. 
but I flatter myſelf it is enough to have 
mentioned it. I am, with due reſpect, - 


your lordſhip's moſt obedient, &c. 


_— 4 „ 


Wr have been honoured with a billet from a quarter we 
little expected to hear from namely, from Hell. We have 
no objection to the Devil's correſpondence; but as he is 
(begging his pardon) the « father of lies, he muſt allow us 
to examine his intelligence a httle more narrowly, before we 
inſert it. | 


The admirable account of Mr. Porden's perilous adven- 
ture, to-morrow, 


The “Fragment, on the Sea Voyage of Yeſterday,” the 
earlieſt opportunity. 


The letter from Cheſter is under conſideration, 


NUMBER XII. 


EATON CHRONICLE: 
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Jo the Editor of the SALT-BoOX+ 


SIR, a 


THINK I have reaſon to be offended at 
your neglecting to record the diſaſter 
that befel me yeſterday, as I brought up the 
rear of the proceſſion to Trevallyn. Per- 
haps I am to attribute your ſilence to an 
unwillingneſs to tell what you do not know! 
A laudable diſpoſition in the editor of a 
M morning 
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morning paper, and worthy of the imitation 
of all your brethren ! Be this as it may, I 
am reſolved not to ſuffer myſelf to be for- 
gotten ; and, as the truth ſhall be ſpoken, I 
I will een tell the ſtory myſelf. 


When all the vehicles were diſpatched, 
and no place found for me, — no, not even 
in the calf- cart, I naturally had recourſe to 
the ſtables. Theſe, alas! I found entirely 
empty ; and I had only the chance of 
counting the trees at Eaton, or of meaſuring 
the road to Trevallyn with my own com- 
paſſes*. I ſhook my head at this, and made 
a few reflections, in my way, upon fortune 
and misfortune ; and addreſſed myſelf to 
the taſk, when the coachman told me he had 
found a horſe “ that would ſuit me to a 
hair.” 


I Will not trouble you with the ceremo- 
nies that followed—ſuch as ſeeking a ſad- 
dle, borrowing a bridle, and tacking toge- 
ther of ſtirrup-leathers ; nor will I ſay a 
word of my ſtumbling over the ſtable door, 


* Mr. P. is an architect. 


bruiſing 
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bruiſing my noſe againſt the ſtall-poſt, and 
tearing off the left flap of my coat with an 
old key.——1ll omens theſe, Mr. Editor, 
and ſufficient to appal any heart leſs mag- 
nanimous than mine! But I deſpiſed them 
all, and vaulting into my ſeat like another 
Perſeus, followed B—, who was gently 
tollutating towards the park; while Philip* 
bawled after me to “ keep off the ſtones, 
and not to RIDE HARD !! * 


So far, ſo good, ſaid . as we paſt thro 
the grove. A pleaſant fellow this ſame 
Doctor Mills t! 1 ſhall enjoy my ride to 
Trevallyn ; I ſhall ſee the country; I ſhall 
make reflections ; and, in caſe the Muſe 
ſhould give a call that way, I ſhall make 
verſes for the SaLT-BOx. Full of this idea, 


to B-—'$ utter aſtoniſhment, I rapt out 
the following ſtanzas. 


Ah, greatly in the wrong is he 
Who, o'er his caſk of nut-brown nappy, 
Becauſe this hour from ſorrow free 
Believes he always ſhall be happy ! 


The coachman. 


+ A favourite horſe of his lordſhip, bought of one Mills, 
a farrier ; and, therefore, called by the grooms, Doctor. 


M 2 Perchance, 


92 THE EATON CHRONICLE; OR, 


Perchance, before he drinks a quart, 

He feels the rankling ſhaft of ſorrow ; 
Or if he ſcape this night—his heart, 

Or head, will ſurely ach to-morrow. 


Fool that I was! not to ſee in theſe ver- 
ſes (the ſpontaneous ebullition of my brain) 
a preternatural intimation of what was to 
happen. The Doctor, either charmed, or 
terrified, by my muſic, pricked up his ears, 
and puſhed by B in a pace rather too 
quick to be agreeable. I expoſtulated, but 
he had ſoon the better of the argument ; 
and in an inſtant I found myſelf—bare- 
headed, and looking over the gate at the 
farther end of the park! So far, ſo good, 
ſaid I ſtill. But, Doctor! this is rather 
rough treatment to a ſtranger, and a ſtran- 
ger too, that neceſſity has put into your 
power: I ſhall be careful how I mount you 
again. Mr. B-— now came up with my 
hat, and, after a ſhort conſultation, I diſ- 
mounted—it being thought more prudent 
and polite to walk, than to diſturb the feſ- 
tivity of Trevallyn, by rudely charging the 
Archers, which the Doctor ſeemed brutiſh 
enough to do, | 


After 
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After I had padded, with my horſe at 
my heels, for about a mile, I began to feel 
that the ſtones were hard, the ruts deep and 
and uneven, and my boots heavy; and ſo, 
fortifying myſelf with half a ſcore heroic. 
ſentences, I again got aſtride of the Doctor 
O Apollo! Prince of Parnaſſus! Play-fel- 
low of the Muſes! By all, and every one 
of thy thoufand names ! I conjure thee to 
aſſiſt me in deſcribing the cataſtrophe that 
followed ; a cataſtrophe, which all the Gods 
and Goddeſſes, your relations, ſtooped anxi- 
ouſly over the clouds to look at !—Smack ! 
went the waggoner's whip! Off went the 
Doctor! Off went my hat! In a moment F 
loſt my whip, my ſtirrups, my bridle ; and, 
opening my eyes, I found I had loſt my 
horſe ! I had not lain long before I felt ſome 
curioſity to reconnoitre my ſituation ; and [ 
diſcovered that the Doctor, in making a 
ſpring at a gate, had canted me from his 
back into a quickſet hedge. J tried to riſe, 
but in vain ; I was hooked down by a hun- 
dred thouſand thorns, ſomething like Gul- 
liver on his firſt landing at Lilliput ;—and 
having no other alternative, I began to ſtudy 


wy 
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my part, till I heard B—— bellowing 
« Marcellus! how fares it, good Marcellus?” 


As the Doctor and I had been ſtudying 
the geography of the country at large, ra- 
ther than the road to Trevallyn, our great 
haſte had lengthened our journey ; and we 
had now ſome miles farther to go than 
when we were at Eaton ; and but one horſe 
between us. We therefore agreed to ride 
and tye, by which ancient and honourable 
mode of travelling, we arrived in due time 
at Mr. T. Boydell's*, where an excellent 
dinner made us forget the terrors and diſ- 
aſters of the day. 

Your's, &c. 
15 


* His lordſhip's ſteward, 


** 


THE FORTUNE-TELLER's INVITATION. 


O, 
TO THE TUNE OF © TRE PEDLAR,” Fl 1. SOM > 1 
FJ | 


FroM the confines of the Weſt, 
] am come to be your gueſt ; | 
Beaux and belles of Eaton-Hall ! g 
] ang ready at your call, 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe who would have their fortunes told, 
May come without fear, 

And nought but what is true ſhall hear, 
Whether they be young or old. 


Wiſh you to know the Fates' decree ? 
The anſwer can't depend on me— 
Shou'd you be doom'd to loſe your love, 
Blame alone the powers above. 
Let not this your hopes caſt down: 

But come without fear ; = 

Give attention, lend an ear, , 
And dread not Fortune's frown. 


SUSAN SKYSCRAPER. 


We hear from Wales, that veal is un- 
commonly cheap, and particularly in the 
neighbourhood of Trevallyn. CarLves, 
which were equal to thoſe of Eſſex for ſize 
and beauty, {old almoſt for nothing on Sa- 
turday laſt. There was ſeen one cart upon 
its return home to its owner in Cheſhire, 
| Full of cattle, not having been able, as it! is | 
ſuppoſed, to find a purchaſer. 
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As a few changes have been made in the Dramatis Per- 
ſonæ of HAMLET, ſince we preſented them to the public, 
we have been induced to inſert the corrected lift, to which 
| 5 _ taken the liberty of ſubjoining the characters of 

e farce, 


HAMLET. 
Claudius ¶ King of Denmark ) R. Groſvenor, Eſq. 
Hamlet - - - - = Lord Belgrave, 
Polonius - = = T. Groſvenor, Eſq. 
Laertes - - =- - - Marquisof Worceſter, 
Horatio - - R. Drax Groſvenor, Eſq. 
Ghoſt - - - Mr. Hailſtone, 
Guilderſtern and Oftrick - Mr. Eaton, 
Marcellus and Player King Mr. Porden, 
Bernardo - - — Mr. Boydell, 


— 


Firſt Grave-Digger 
Second Grave-Digeger 


T. Groſvenor, Eſq. 
Mr. Hailſtone, 


veen = = - =- - - Miſs Groſvenor, 
Ophelia - - - <= - Miſs A. Bover, 
Player Queen Mrs. Dicconſon. 
Guards, c. Oc. 
— — . — —— 


HIGH LIFE BELOW STAIRS. 


Lovel - - - R. Groſvenor, Eſq. 
Freeman - = = = Mr. Hailitone 
Philip = = R. D. Groſvenor, Eſq. 
Tom - = = Levels Marquis of Worceſter, 
Kingston(a Black) ( Servants Mr. Eaton, 
Coachman = E. Dicconſon, Eſq. 
Duke's Servant - — T. Groſvenor, Eſq. 
Sir Harry's Servant - = Lord Belgrave, 

Robert ( Freeman's Servant) Mr. Porden, 
Mrs. Kitty * Miſs Bover, 
Cook | 8 Miſs A. Bover, 
Chloe Lady Bromley, 
Lady Bab's Servant - = Mrs. Dicconſon, 
Lady Charlatte's Servant = Mails Groſvenor. 
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THE VOYAGE: 
A FRAGMENT, 


Iii rebar & as triplex 


Circa pedus erat, qui fragilem truci 
Commiſit pelago ratem | 


Prim. | 


Sure oak, or braſs with triple fold, 
That hardy mortal's daring breaſt enroll'd, 
Who firſt to the wild billow's ſtrife 
In a frail bark dared to commit his life, Hos. 


CCORDINGLY, we ſet out from 

| the terrace at the bottom of the 
garden, in great ſpirits. Juſt as we paſſed 
the laſt door, Miſs C faid ſhe had left 


N n 


* 
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her prayer book behind ; upon which Lord 
B=— ſaid he would fetch it; and, before 
{ſhe could anſwer, was out of ſight. She then 
recollected that ſhe had the key of the 
harpſichord in her pocket; and ſaid, ſhe 
would juſt ſtep back with it, and be with us 
again in a twinkling. Lady B—— faid ſhe 
did not mind it, for that ſhe liked a ſea voy- 
age « of all things,” whiſpering, at the ſame 
time time, to Capt. G, to know if there 
was any danger ? What the Captain faid, 
eſcaped us; but Mrs. D „ Who over- 
heard it, pretended that her hair was falling 
about her ears, and begged Lady B to 
aſſiſt her in putting it up; upon which they 
defired us to go on, and they would over- 
take us: but Mr. G, looking back about 
a minute afterwards, ſaw them both ſcram- 
bling over the garden wall, and we heard no 
more of them. As we paſſed the black- 
ſmith's ſhop, Mr. H- turned pale, upon 
which Mr, D- aſked Lord W- if he 
was provided as uſual ? The Marquis pointed 
to his pocket, and the Profeſſor's counte- 
nance immediately brightened up. There 
was no room for more, for the expanſe of 

water 
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water was now in ſight, and we walked 
with flow and ſilent ſteps down to the beach, 
where the veſſel ſtood ready to receive us: 
Here follow the names of the modern argo- 
nauts, who embarked 'on this perilous ad- 
venture. Miſs G. Miſs B. Miſs E. G. Miſs 
A.B. (theſe ſome future bard ſhall celebrate 


in ſtrains worthy of their intrepidity, and 


generous contempt of eaſe.) Mr. D. Mar- 
quis of W. Rev. Mr, T. Mr. T. G. Mr. E. 
Mr. H. and Mr. G. 


While the rowers were preparing their 


oars, all was high courage, and contempt'of 
danger ; but when the veſſel had put off, 
and the well-known ſhores began to recede, 
Miſs E. G. caſt a wiſhful eye towards Eaton 


Hall, and begged to be relanded; alledging, , 


that ſhe had left her little affairs in a very 
unſettled ſtate, and did not know what might 
happen. The moment the veſſel put in, 
Mr. George T. ruſhed by the company, 
and leaped aſhore before her, declaring he 
had ſeen a wild ox about the lanes, and 
could not think of ſuffering her to return 
alone, Having taken an affectionate leave 

Ne of 
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of the Rev. gentleman and his fair charge, 
we turned the prow once more from the 
ſhore, and puſhed into the great deep. 


And now melancholy ſenſations took poſ- 
ſeſſion of every breaſt, and all began to 
muſe with growing tenderneſs on the dear 
connections they had left behind, when Mr. 
E. broke ſilence, and ſaid, „he wondered 
why water was liquid,” Mr. G. replied, he. 
ſuppoſed it was, becauſe it was made of rain. 
This called up Mr. H. who quoted a Greek 
line to prove it could not be otherwiſe, which 
ſatisfied the company. After this ſally, all 
ſeemed to be relapſing into their former de- 
jection, when Miſs B. called on Capt. G. for 
a ſong. The Captain began O a pit of 
clay for to be made, &c. which Mr. G. ſaid 
was ominous, and {truck up“ When as we 
fat in Babylon.” This ſeemed to meet the 
ideas of the company, and was {ſweetly 
echoed round the neighbouring ſhores, when 
Mr. D. cried out, that we were running 
upon the breakers ! Inſtantly all was terror 
and confuſion. Miſs A. B. began her pray- 
ers in an audible voice, while Mr. G. fell a 


crying, 
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crying, and ſaid, he was the hopes of his 
family. On the other ſide, Mr. H. ob- 
ſerved, with a great oath, that he never knew 
any good come o canting and whining ; 
and adviſed all poſſible endeavours to be 
made to ſave the veſſel. This was done, 
and we had the pleaſure to ſee her wear 
about a cable's length from the ſhore, and 
ſtand out to ſea. As ſoon as our ſpirits 
were a little calmed, we proceeded to enquire 
into the cauſe of the late overſight, which 
had ſo nearly proved fatal to us all ; when 
it was found that Captain G. inſtead of mind- 
ing the helm, had been “playing with the 
tangles of Miſs B's hair; and, as a ſuitable 
puniſhment for them both, ſhe was ordered 
to pull off her ſhoes, into which the Cap- 
tain's hands were inſerted, and firmly tied 
down with Mils Anne's garters. This done, 
Miſs G. pr „as a means to recover the 
good humour of the crew, that we ſhould 


have a round at“ What is my thought 


bke ?” and began with aſking the queſtion, 
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Lord W. It is like nothing. 

Miſs B. It is like a family bible. 

Miſs A. B. It is like a pound of beef- 
ſuet. 

Mr. D. It is like Miſs E. G. 

Capt. G. It is like the Mambrino 
| colt. 

Mr. H. It is like a draw-well. 
Mr. E. It is like a pig. 

Mr. G It is like Bobby Nobbs. 
Lord W ? Becauſe it has no equal. 
Miſs B? Becauſe its leaves are often 

turned over. | 

Miſs A. B? forfeit. 

Mr. D? Anſwers itſelf. 

Capt. G? Becauſe its head is too big 
for its body. 

Mr. H? Becauſe it's the ſweeter the 
| nearer you go to the bot- 
| tom. 

Mr. E? {after repeated calls) Be- 
cauſe I'm plagued about 
it. 

Mr. G? forfeit; but Miſs 


A. B. ſaid, Becauſe it is ſhort lived; and Lord W. Be- 
cauſe it has many b's about it—upon which Mr. G. was 
handed out of the circle, and declared incapable of contri- 
buting to the entertainment in future. . 


While the ſecond round was going on, an 
alarm was given that ſomething was coming 
. towards 


— 
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towards us, over the ſurface of the waves. 
Lord W. declared it was a mermaid; at 
which Mr. G. expreſſed his joy, as he had 
never ſeen one. Miſs B. ſaid, mermaids 
were green, and this, whatever it was, was 
black and white; upon which Mr. H gave it 

as his opinion, that it was a porpoiſe. Mr. 


E. aſked what a porpoiſe was; and, being 


told a ſea-pig, jumped up, and begged to be 
put aſhore immediately—but Mr. D. ſhew- 


ing him a large ſtye on the beach, he ſat 
down again, and ſobbed bitterly, repeating 


from Dr. Watts, 3 
ä So thick are ills on every hand, 


That cautions nought avail us, 
« And pigs by ſea, and pigs by land, 

« Stand ready to aſſail us.” 
By this time the object was nearly along- 
ſide, and proved to be a dead dog. This 
was a matter of great conſolation to us all ; 
and to increaſe our joy, the man at the 
watch called out, that he ſaw Sam. Davis's 
houſe ; upon which we corrected our reck- 
oning, and puſhed on with good aſſurance, 


(To be continued.) 
| We 
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We were proceeding with this moſt inte- 
reſting and authentic narrative, when we 
were interrupted by the arrival of the fol- 
lowing © Hue and Cry“ from Cheſter, 
Knowing, as we do, the anxiety that muſt 
fill a parent's breaſt, on ſuch an occaſion, 
we can do no leſs than contribute all in our 

- Power to relieve it, by giving the lines an 
immediate inſertion. rute, 


Mxs. DYSON's hr 
_'HUE AND CRY FOR HER SON. 
{1a imitation of the Egus Aęaxe rie of Moſchus.) 


Oyez | Oyez ! if any one 
Will bring me tidings of my ſon, 
Poor fugitive! he ſhall receive 
The ſweeteſt kiſs that I can give; 
But if the child itſelf, he brings, 
He ſhall have 7hat, and other things. 


By THESE MARKS the boy you'll know : 
He bears a harp, a flute, a bow ; 
And he uſes them, all three, 
With equal ſkill and dignity. 
Nymphs of Eaton-Hall ! beware, 
Look not on him: death is there! 


And 
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And the eye that raſhly views, 
The poor gazer's heart undoes. 
O Jerry Dyſon! comely boy, 
Mother's darling, father's joy ! 
Whither art thou fled, my dove, | 
- Whither roam'ſt thou, beauteous love 1 


 _ Such the luſtre of thy eye, 
Such thy perſon's majeſty; 
Such the grace perch'd on thy brow, 
Such thy front of pureſt ſnow ; 
'That perhaps the nymphs of Dee, 
Inflam'd with love, have ſeiz'd on thee, 
As the Myſian nymphs, we know, 
Seiz'd on Hylas long ago; . 
And my child een now may ſport 
The Hylas of the Dee nymph's court. 


Or, perhaps, th' enamour'd moon, 
Raviſh'd with th' harmonious tune 
Of thy flute, of ſtop divine; 
Quits Endymion's arms for thine, 
And in EaToN's groves, delights 
To waſte with love and thee, the nights. 


Or hath, forgive a mother's fears, 
The Goddeſs rapt thee to the ſpheres ? 
E'en now a brighter“ ſtar I ſee, 

Tell me, tell me! art thou He? 


* This alludes to a oH that was expected about this time: but it | 
has a farther reference to the appearance of the young gentleman himſelf, 

who a night or two before this was written, put on all the properties of 

1T, and blazed about the great hall in a moſt eccentric manner. F 


—— Should 
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—— Should ſuch glories, child, await thee, 
Yet perhaps even theſe may fate thee ; 
Haſte then to my arms, my dove, 

Haſte, O haſte thee, beauteous love ! 


It is needleſs to mention, that the firſt repreſentation of 
Hamlet will be this evening ; but we will juſt beg leave to 
hint our wiſhes, that the performers would be careful to be 
in the green-room as near after five as poſſible ; as the play 
has been announced in the bills of to-day, to begin PRE- 
CISELY AT SEVEN O'CLOCK, 
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THE SALT. BOx. 
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; SEPT. 15. 
CONTINUATION OF THE FRAGMENT, 


AN TOTHING material occurred till we 
came oppoſite to the unfiniſhed man- 
ſion on the hill, where we ſaw a beautiful fe- 
male ſitting on the graſs, and ſucking her 
thumbs with marvellous perſeverance. We 
concluded her at firſt to be the Dryad of the 
neighbouring trees: but ſome one obſerv- 
ing that her hair was not green, we were 
induced to change that opinion, and to 
take her for a Syren, ſtationed there to al- 
lure unwary mariners to their deſtruction. 
When the point was ſettled, Capt. G. faid, 
he had fomewhere read that Sirens had 
O fiſhes' 
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filhes' tails; and propoſed going on ſhore 
to examine if it were really ſo. This was 
ſtrenuouſly oppoſed by the whole crew, 
and the rowers were ordered to exert them- 
ſelves, till they got to a ſecure diſtance trom 
her haunts. 


We now entered an immenſe reach ; and 
as the wind was gentle, and the water 
ſmooth, amuſed ourſelves with an elaborate 
diſſertation on the nature and extent of 
tides. Mr. H. who (except in the article of 
ſwearing, in which he was countenanced by 
Lord W.) was exceedingly inſtructive told 
us that Ariſtotle—(here Miſs G. fell aſleep) 
drowned himſelf becauſe— but we ſhall 
paſs over his moſt learned diſcourſe at pre- 
ſent, as we intend it for a ſeparate work ; 
premiſing only, that it gave general s. 
faction. | 


By this time we had paſſed the reach, 
and were turning to windward, round a vaſt 
projection of rocks, when Mr. E. obſerving 
{ome large oaks on the ſummit, begged we 
might put in for a moment, and take a few 
es on hoard to divert the fury of the 


g 7 
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SWINE, in caſe we met with any. This was 
agreed to; but juſt as we had reached the 
ſhore, a moſt dreadful hiſſing aſſailed our 
ears, and drove us back affrighted. The 
confuſion this occaſioned waked Miſs G. 
who gave it as her opinion, that the oaks 
were ſacred, and guarded by dragons. The 
Captain was of the ſame mind, and adviſed 
a ſpeedy retreat; at the ſame time directing 
Miſs B's eye to a certain protuberance be- 
tween the clefts, he aſked her if ſhe did not 
ſee the head of ſomething ? Before ſhe could 
anſwer, a flock of geeſe waddled out, and, 
filing off in pairs, marched up the hill in 
good order. Lord W. ſaid, they put him 
in mind of the guards marching to the Bank. 
The Captam pretended not to hear this, but 
offered, if they would untie his hands, to 
head any party that choſe to purſue them, 
as he thought there was ſtill a probability 
of cutting off the rear. Mr. H. licked his 
lips at this, and aſked Mr. E. if he thought 
an action would lie? Mr. E. replied, that 
depended on their being, or not being, feræ 
nature ; a point which he could not imme- 
diately decide ; and while he was endea- 
O 2 vouring 
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vouring to recollect it, the geele effected 
their eſcape. 


We had now meaſured an immenfe track, 
and the thoughts of home took poſſeſſion of 
every breaſt ; but our adventurous pilot 
Miſs B. was yet unſatisfied, and at her inſti- 
gation, we bore away for Eccleſton. We 
failed for ſome time without any occurrence 
worth recording, except that a motion wag 
made, and carried, for ſetting the Captain's 
hands at liberty; when, as we hauled round 
a certain point, we eſpied a creature, ſhaped 
like a man, fiſhing, He hailed us with 
great civility, but we kept at a wary diſ- 
tance from him; for, as we were unac+- 
quainted with the country, we knew not 
but that he might be one of the anthropo- 
phagi. This idea damped our ſpirits a lit- 
tle, which the Marquis obſerving, gave every 

one a ſup of his bottle, and then, with great 
good nature, offered to tell a ſtory of a ghoſt, 
This was accepted, and we all crouded 
round him, when the whole was embroiled 
by a violent diſpute between Mr. E. and Mr, 
H. about the colour of a king's fiſher ; Mr, 
H. aſſerting it was blue; and Mr. E. grey. 
In 
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In vain did the former quote the ancient 


writers in defence of his opinion : Mr. E. 


modeſtly replied, that things might be 
changed ſince their time; that he had 
ſeen the bird fly acroſs the meadow, and 
could not poſſibly be miſtaken; adding, 
that the matter might be ſpeedily decided, 
as he had followed him with his eye into a 
hollow tree, and would bet ten to one it 
was as he ſaid. The wager being accepted, 
Mr. G. was ſet aſhore with an oar, to diſ- 
lodge the bird in diſpute. He walked up 
to the tree, and giving it two or three luſty 
blows, put out -an ow]. II Upon this Mr. 
E. cried out he had won the money: every 
body ſtared; but as there ſeemed to be 
ſomething extremely odd in the buſineſs, the 
Jud ges ordered the ſtakes to be drawn. 


This was the laſt occurrence of our event- 
ful voy AOR, for now the towers of Eccleſton 
were in view ; a VOYAGE, Which only wants 
the pen of an Apollonins, or a Valerius, to 
be as celebrated as that of the ArGonaurts, 
who did not excel the EX TrONIANs in valour, 
and who, bating the tranſient concupiſence 
of Mr. H. after the geeſe, were infinitely in- 
ferior to them in honeſty, 


oc A- 
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OCCASIONAL EPILOGUE TO HAMLET. 


SPOKEN BY MISS GROSVENOR, 


To ſpeak an Epilogue, how dread a taſk, 
When not burleſque and pardon for't L aſk, 
For ſuch the faſhion of our modern days, 
The Epilogues are form'd to mock the plays ! 


You then, I know, to rally ſome defect, 
A mad-cap Fadladinida expect; 
But you're miſtaken ! for we ſo admire 
The immortal ſtrains of Shakeſpeare's matchlefs lyre, 
That truſt me, gentle audience, ne'er ſhall we 
Profane his ſhrine of tragic myſtery, — 


How oft the Queen of Tears from death we ſee 
Riſing in Epilogue with he! he! he! 
That pallid form that late the boxes fill d 
With tears; that every heart with horror thrill'd; 
Now every vaniſh'd bluſh recover'd wears, 

And at the pit with face diſtorted ſtares ; 
Or trips with farcic mein the ſtage along, 
And pertly prattles to the gallery throng. 

What would you ſay if, in a crim'nal cauſe, 
When the learn'd Kenyon had pronounc'd the laws, 
The jovial jury, with a merry grin, 

Should the poor priſoner bring © 6vILTY” in! 
Or, when the parſon's read a pious prayer, 
The clerk ſhould ſtraight ſtrike up an opera air! 


Now with due reverence *tis OUR wiſh to cloſe 
. The dreadful ſpectacle of Denmark's woes; 
And leave, to dry your tears, and mirth recal, 
The glorious mummery of Squire“ Lovel's hall, 
* Alluding to the farce of High Life Below Stairs. 
oh MR. 


THE SALT=BOX, 118 


Ir I am not miſtaken, it was from you 
that I firſt. heard mention made of a comet 
that was to make its appearance in a day or 
two. I aſſure you, Sir, I give you more 
credit than thanks for your prediction: but 
being no great aſtronomer, I may have miſ- 
taken a ſtrange phoenomenon that has ho- 
vered about Eaton Hall for ſome days, for the 
luminary whoſe appearance you anticipated. 


This ſtrange, unaccountable otjef, was 


ſeen with his fiery tail in the great hall 
here, the other evening, to the utter confu- 
ſion, terror, and diſmay, of all the ladies and 
gentlemen of this noble manſion. I beg, 
Mr. Editor, that you will be ſo obliging as 
to give us ſome account of the nature and 
properties of this very extraordinary phce- 
nomenon. It ſeems now to have relinquiſhed 
the characteriſtics of a comet, and to have 
become a fixed ſtar here. Your's, &c. 

CEE mmm n—_—_—_—_——_——_—_—__—_— 

RONDEA U. 


My heart is worn with tender care, 
Nor dare theſe lips my love reveal ; 
Go Echo, tell the princely fair, 


What fearful duty would conceal. 
Each 
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Each mournful night in notes of woe 
Declare the pains of Hopeleſs love 

Theſe tears, that never ceaſe to flow, 

The juſtice of thy tale ſhall prove. 


My heart is worn with tender care, 
Nor dare theſe lips my love reveal; 
Go Echo, tell the princely fair, 

What fearful duty would conceal. 


Wr have received * s letter on the repreſentation of 
laſt night, and do moſt cordially agree with him, that a bet- 
ter was never ſeen on the boards of a private theatre, 


We are ſorry we cannot print his favour, as it ſeems to be 
judicious and diſcriminative ; but as the perſons who are 
the ſubject of it, are alſo thoſe before whom our Chronicle 
is read, we are apprehenſive they would not, like Cato, ſit 


pleaſed, or even 
= attentive to their own applauſe.” 


Theſe, therefore, and all ſuch communications, we muſt 
reject, (tho' highly honourable to the party) and merely 
confine ourſelves to announcing the nights of performing, 
without any comment whatever, 


We are exceedingly obliged to the Ordinary of Cheſter, 
for his accurate and early account of Aſh. O Efqr's 
trial :—it ſhall have place to-morrow, Meanwhile, we re- 
queſt our readers to make no ungenerous reflections on 
his unhappy family. Juſtice is ſatisfied, and every preju- 
dice, and every indignant feeling, ſhould ſubſide. 


'The Hunting of 3 ſecond day, the earlieſt 
* | 


/ 
— . — 


NUMBER xv. 


EATON CHRONICLE: 
THE SALT. BOX. 


— — A nn 


SEPT. 16. 


HOUGH in the common courſe of bu- 
ſineſs the trial of Aſh. C—, Eſq. 
could not have happened till Lent Aſſizes, 
yet the magnitude of his crime, and the in- 
fluence of his example, were looked on in ſo 
ſerious a light, that a ſpecial commiſſion was 
made out for trying him immediately. 


In conſequence of this, an order was ſent 
to the Mayor of Cheſter, to remove the pri- 
ſoner from Stafford goal by habeas corpus 
to take his trial at Cheſter with all conveni- 


ent ſpeed, He was eſcorted by twelve gre- 
P nadiers 
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nadiers of the Staffordſhire militia, a corpo- 
ral, and two ſerjeants, with ſix rank and file 
.of the third regiment of guards ; the whole 
commanded by Captain Groſvenor, who 1s 
upon a recruiting party at Coventry, ſent 
there on account of {ome difference with his 
comrades, at the St. James Coffee-houſe. 
Aſh. C, the priſoner, was, at Lord Groſ- 
venor's requeſt, permitted to ride in a car- 
riage: accordingly, his lord ſhip ſent his 
caravan, drawn by two immenſe roans, muz- 
zled; the curtains of it were cloſed, and his 
fervant permitted to fit by him, in which 
ſituation he was delivered over to the goaler 


of the caſtle in Cheſter, on Sunday the thir- 
teentli inſtant. 


The trial began the next day. When a 
murder of ſo uncommon a kind, and by ſo 
uncommon a perſonage, is committed at 200 
miles diſtance from London, the giving the 
trial in detail will, we preſume, be rather 
wiſhed for by our readers, than condemned. 


About nine in the morning, the Chief Juſ- 
tice of Cheſter, Mr. Bearcroft, came into 
; | | f court; 
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court ; ſoon after, the priſoner was brought 
up, and had the indictment read to him, to 
which he pleaded not guilty. He was 
dreſſed in black, no powder in his hair, no 
ruffles; his deportment grave and proper, 
and his reverence ior the bench conſpicuous. 
He was permitted to have by him Mr. R. | 
Groſvenor, (a young gentleman of Chriſt- | 
Church, and fon to the worthy member for 
Cheſter) who was likewiſe in black, except 

a ſhort fancy waiſtcoat, univerſity cut, and 
the waiſtband of his breeches remarkably 
high ; his countenarice was compoſed. The 
court being now aſſembled, the judge de- 

manded if there was any council for the 

priſoner ? On which Serjeant Scott ſtood 
forth, as ſenior council ; and with him, Mr. 
Mansfield, Serjeant Adair, Mr. Burton, Mr. 
Leiceſter, and Mr. Eaton. The jury being 
worn, the court proceeded to the trial, and 
the witneſſes were called in. 


The firſt was Polly Nobbs, Fiſh the 
lame ſiſter, whoſe zdepolitions were much 
the fame as in ou er Chronicle; with 
this * that! he firſt took fright, 
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knocked Bobby Nobbs into the ſwill-tub, 
and then tumbled upon him ;—that being 
confuſed in ſtruggling to get out herſelf, 
ſhe forgot her brother, who remained in the 
tub till John Thompſon, a neighbour, whoſe 
wife was alſo frightened, and fell into hyſ- 
terics, came in for a ſup of gin to compoſe 
her; and then he ſaw little Bobby's hand 
on the top. of the waſh, and cried, Lord! 
what is this? and pulled him out—when, 
poor fellow, he was dead, dead ! 


Judge. Woman! you know you are upon 
your oath ;—Cryer, did ſhe kiſs the book? 


Cryer. Yes, my lord, 


F udg e. Have you Hang more to lay ! 7 


Woman. Les, fr: Tip sue, the tay- 
lors ſon, ſeeing the beaſtz tumbled down by 


the Weſt Gate, and 1 out three of his 


teeth, and 


Judge. That is no bvidence in the pre- 
ſent caſe, Call the, next witneſs —John 
> Thompſon 


Thompſon 18 ſworn Well, waat have you 
to ſay ? | 


Jobn Thompſon. My lord, as the woman 
has told you, I never ſaw my wife ſo diſ- 
mayed I thought the outlandiſh figure had 
killed her, and ſo I went for a drop of gin 
to recruit her ſpirits; and there I found 
little Nobbs rolling about the ſwill-tub, for 
all the world like a knuckle of veal in a por- 
ridge-pot—that's all I know of the matter. 


The evidence being cloſed on the part of 
the proſecution, ſilence was called for, under 
pain of impriſonment, and the Chief Juſtice 
addreſſed himſelf to Mr. Eaton, as junior 
council, deſiring him to open the defence. 

N _ 

He began in a modeſt, elegant, and pa- 
thetic ſtile, lamenting that a perſon ſo con- 
nected in general; of decent character, and 
a grandfather, F6uld, at ſo late a period of 
life, be conſtrained to make his defence 
againſt ſo ſerious a charge! (tho' he would 
pawn his reputatiofſtas a lawyer, that the 
evidence by no means proved the fact) for, 

conſider, 
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conſider, fir,” what a diſgrace this brings 
upon the Houſe of Eaton ; a houle, fir, that 
were maſters of a king's buck-hounds before 
William the Conqueror; and that could 
draw a bow as well as that gallant prince 
called — here he was ſo overcome, as tor 
make a confiderable pauſe, and could only, 
in a feeble voice, conclude with ſaying. 
« provided the honour of the family be pre- 
ſerved; what does it ſignify whether a grand- 
father dies in his bed, or in his ſhoes!” 


After the murmur of the court had ſub- 
ſided. with general applauſe, Mr. Scott, in a 
very few words, addreſſing himſelf to the 
Chief Juſtice, recapitulated the evidence, 
and ſhewed the futility of it; proving, be- 
yond the poſſibility of a doubt, that Polly 
Nobbs was the real author of the child's 
death, and not the priſoner at the bar. He 
concluded with ſaying the proſecution was 
malicious; and that from examming the 
« monſter,” he found the maſquerade dreſs 
was merely a hood to frighten flies with. 


The reſt of the council declined ſaying 
| any 
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any thing upon ſo clear a caſe, and reſted 
the priſoner's acquittal upon what had been 
ſo ably adduced by the two learned gentle- 
men who had already ſpoken. The Chief 
Juſtice then | addreſſed the jury. You 
have heard, gentlemen, the evidence of Polly 
Nobbs, ſiſter to little Bobby Nobbs, who, on 
her own confeſſion, ſays, ſhe was more 
frightened than the child, and ſo glad to get 
out, that ſhe left poor Bobby to be drowned ; 
and had it not been for John Thompſon's 
wife wanting the quieting draught of a 
dram, the little wretch would have gone in 
the waſh to the pig-ſty, and there been 
eaten, and never more heard of. Gentle- 
men ! you are all friends to Engliſh liberty. 
Is a man to be condemned for frightening 
a child into a ſwill- tub, or riding a camel 
rather than a horſe, if he can get one, and 
likes it better ? I ſhall ſay nothing of Willi- 
am the Conqueror's pedigree, or the charac- 
ter of the perſon at the bar ; but put you in 
mind, that you are to do juſtice, and judge 
according to the evidence that has been 
brought in ſupport of the charge. You 
will be locked up, and after dinner I ſhall be 
at my lodging to receive your verdict. 
About 
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About ten the next morning, the jury 
ordered the doors to be unlocked, and the 
judge being in court, the foreman ſaid--- 
that Aſh, C, Eſq. brother-in-law to 
the Right Hon. Earl Groſvenor, and brother 
to Baron Scarſdale, was Gui rx of the death 
of Bobby Nobbs, not maliciouſly, but wan- 
tonly. The judge then putting on his coif, - 
pronounced ſentence of DEATH ; but before 
he left the city, changed it to TRANSPORTA+ 
Tion, The cauſe was attended by all the 
great branches of the family, and immediate 
application made to the Secretaries of State, 
to implore his Majeſty to mitigate the ſen- 
tence. W 


As we have always the moſt authentic in- 
telligence, we are ſorry to ſay it is rumoured 
that he will go to Botany Bay ; but as he is 
a man of ſubſtance, and has many friends, 
he will be allowed to take his family and 
fervants with him, and fit out a ſhip with 
every necellary. implement of huſbandry, 
&c, to aſſiſt him in making a ſettlement 
there, | 


EPILOGUE, 
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EPIL OG U E, 
IWritten for Miſs A. Bo vER, in the Character of the Cook. 


War mean theſe fighs, theſe tears? The play is over, 
I'm not OrHELIA now, but —Miſs Anne Bover. 

« Too much of water“ I've already had, 

No more of that, for I'm no longer mad 


Ladies and Gentlemen l 'tis now my turn 
To play the Cook, and in the kitchen burn. 
Adieu, Laertes, and farewell ſweet Hamlet; 

I now mult roaſt a duck, or fry an omlet! 
You'll all agree they give poor me no quarter : 
Heels over head they ſouſe me in the water, 
And then to dry me (out of pure compaſſion) 
They roaſt me in the kitchen in this faſhion“. 
C'eſt aſſex plaiſant, as the French cooks ſay, 
Yet I'd as lieve be dreſs'd another way: 

But let that paſs :—with equal zeal I'll try 
To play Ophelia, and to bake a pie ; 

For tho” as ſome, I'm not ſo ſtout and luſty, 
It never ſhall be ſaid that I run cruſty. 


*Tis mine a brilliant ſupper to prepare 

For Maſler Philip, and his Kitty fair ; 

And nobly too they'll fare, who truſt in me 
For. fricandees, for ſoup, and fricaſee : 

But, gentle audience, I again implore 

The ſame indulgence you have ſhewn before; 
As you allow'd me in the play to paſs, 

I beg you will not RoAsT me in the farce, 


Making a motion as if turning the ſpit, 
Tus 
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THe tranſlation from Theocritus is entitled to every 
praiſe ; and, if we could be ſure that it was really made by 
one of the party, we would iniert it with pleaſure, tho? 
ſomewhat foreign from our purpoſe ; but we ſuſpe& it has 
already appeared in print. 


The letter from Cheſter is inadmiſſible. 
The charming ſtanzas on muſic, to-morrow, if poſſible, 


The ſecond repreſentation of Hamlet will be this even- 
ing, and will begin at ſeven o'clock preciſely. 
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EATON CHRONICLE; 


THE SALT-BOX. 


* 


SEPT. 18. 


THE HUNTING OF EATON-HALL. 
SECOND DAY, 


S this moſt authentic narrative com- 
mences (like the former on this ſub- 
Jet) with an account of the ſportſmen 
mounting their horſes, &c. &c. and as the 
manner was nearly the ſame in both, we 
have taken the liberty of omitting that part 
of it, and ſhall ſet out with the cavalcade 
from Eaton-Hall. 


As the company had bilked the 
ferry-man ſo lately, it was not thought pro- 


Q per 
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per to come in his way, while the trick was 
freſh, in his memory; and therefore, they 
determined to try another country, and beat 


about the covers of Poulton. The Marquis 4 2 


led the van; Capt. G. *and his brother Ro- 


bert, took charge of the wings, and Mr. H. a. C Ie, 


brought up the rear. This moſt admirable 
arrangement took up ſo much time, that juſt 
as they reached the park gate, they met 
the hounds returning! The truth of the 
matter was, that the huntſman, ſeeing no 
chance of any company that day, had 
thrown off the dogs, and enjoyed an excel- 
lent chace. The Marquis was for turning 
back, but this the reſt would by no means 


Fog N conſent to; and Mr. E. looking over the 


wall, cried out © ſtole away !” No pen can 
deſcribe the confuſion that followed ; for as 
every one preſſed to get thro' the ns, no 
one could effect it. Much miſchief was 
conſequently done, and even thoſe who were 
moſt fortunate, did not get thro' without 


4 5. 7 loſs. The Rev. Mr. Tho came there as a 


ſimple ſpectator, merely to ſee the dogs 
thrown off, had a noſegay cruſhed to pieces, 


his 


and a very good wig ſpoiled ; Mr. R. G. loſt A Om” 
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his hat; the Captain had an unſeemly rent 
made in his breeches by Mr. E's ſpur; Mr. 
H's charger left'a moiety of his tail behind, 
and he himſelf loſt the left flap of the old 
brown ; while the Marquis, whoſe whole 
attention was directed to his wicker bottle, 
was unhorſed, and left ſtanding between the 
n and the wall. 
When they were all got into the lane, Mr. 
H. firſt thought of aſking why they came 
there? Mr. E. replied, that he had ſeen 
ſomething feeding by the hedge, and fan- 
cied one of the deer had made its eſcape. 
On this they all trotted briſkly down the 
lane, till turning a ſharp corner, they pop- 
ped upon Mr. Cawley's milch aſs! This Mr. 
E. candidly confeſſed was what he had miſ- 
taken for a deer, bidding the company take 
notice at the ſame time, that the creature's 
ears were uncommonly long. The miſtake 
was allowed to be very feaſible, and ſo they 
PRO forward in ſearch of better {| — 


After beating about for ſome time, for- 
tune ſeemed determined to make amends 


Q 2 for 
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for her former diſappointments. A noble 
fox was put up, and purſued near a muſket 
ſhot, when the dogs turned him, juſt as he 
reached a hollow tree, and gathering round, 
cut off all retreat. Mr. E. who was firſt in, 
remarked with pleaſure, that more than one 
dog bore marks of a ſtout reſiſtance in his 
face: at length, numbers prevailed, and the 
wretched victim was ſubdued. Mr. R. G. 
moved to have its bruſh cut off, and ſtuck in 
Mr. E's ear, as he had unluckily left his hat 
at the gate: this Lord W. who had appear- 
ed rather uneaſy for ſome time, oppoſed, and 
ſaid, they had better let it alone, and ride 
home as faſt as they could, for he was ſure 
he had heard the firſt dinner bell. Accord- 
ingly, they left the field, and were diſ- 
courſing of the proweſs they had ſhown, 
and the ſagacity they had manifeſted, when 
Captain G's ſervant came running up out of 
breath, and informed them, that the rox 
they had killed, was a HEDGE-HoG, The 
Marquis piſhed, and winked at the man; 
but, before he could make him underſtand 
him, Mr. Sam. Davis came up, bringing 
the poor animal on the end of a long ſtick. 

The 
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The whole company looked at one the other 
in ſilent aſtoniſhment ; at length Mr. H. 
came ſorward, and obferved, that he had 
heard of wirchEs being hunted in various 
ſhapes ; that probably this was one, who, 
having begun in a fox, had ended in a 
hedge-hog ; that for his part, he was not 
credulous, tho' he did not think it ſafe to be 
over ſceptical. Capt. G. replied, that this 
might eaſily be determined: he had been 
told, he ſaid, that there was a certain part 
about a witch, that ſhe could never change, 
whatever ſhape ſhe aſſumed ; they had only, 
therefore, to look for this, (it has no name 
in Engliſh) and if they found it, to conclude 
they had killed a witch; if not, only a ſim- 
ple hedge-hog. Mr. R. G. objected to this, 
as a vicious curioſity; and added, with a pi- 
ous air, The Lord forgive us! for we know 
not what we do. At this ejaculation, terror 
took poſſeſſion of every face, and the com- 
pany began to croud cloſer together, when 


Lord W. ſeeing no chance of getting home 


to dinner, declared it was all folly; that he 
had known it was a hedge-hog from the 
firſt, and only * to take it for a fox, 

becauſe 


U 4 
4 
\ "4 
\ 
* 
- 
11 
4's 
9 
Fa. 
ö 9” 
: 
179 
117 
1 
» ' 
1 4 
mo 
© | 
7 
* 
"3. 
. 
4 
0 . 
( 
IS 
1 
* 
* 


18 

* 
ly 
* 
14 


— 9 - 7 = — 
— — — 
- — — 2 
* == . 


190 THE EATON CHRONICLE ; OR, 


becauſe he ſaw it was the general opinion, 
and he did not like to mortify people. Mr. 
E. immediately {aid the ſame—ſo did the 
reſt; and after a few forced laughs, they 
made a {mall collection for Mr. Davis, en- 
Joined ſecrecy to the Captain's ſervant, bu- 
ried the poor animal by the fide of the cat 
they killed a few days before, and galloped 
home to divert the ladies with a fictitious 
tale of « the hunting of that day.” 


—_— —— "VI ===a===> 


ON MUSIC. 


Mus1c allays the wildeſt grief, 
The woe-ſtruck hour beguiles ;— 
To linking ſadneſs brings relief, 
And changes frowns to ſmiles. 
In vain the ſhafts of rigid fates are ſped, 
While to the lyre th' harmonious voice is wed. 


Orpheus had power, by magic ſong, 
To check the torrent's ſpeed ; 
To charm and tame the favage throng, 
And liſtening woods to lead : 
Even Cerberus, th' obdurate guard of hell, 
Sooth'd by his lyre, into ſoft tranſports fell. 


Amphion 


Amphion with his dulcet ſtrain 
To quicken marble tries; 
He ſings, and wide around the plain 
The Theban towers ariſe. 
Ah ! what could not this harmoniſt divine, 
The boaſt of Phoebus, and the ſacred Nine! 


As when the burſting Nile o'erthrows 
His mounds on every ſide— 
And check'd, but more impetuous grows, 
And flings his waters wide; 
Till delug'd, fruitful Abyſſinia lies, 
That richer ſoon her golden crops may riſe. 


So god-like Homer pours his notes 
With vehemence and fire; 
The richeſt, nobleſt muſic floats 
From his immortal lyre. 
He ſhakes, he thrills, he animates the ſoul, 
While with reſiſtleſs might his numbers roll. 


But *tis not ſuch bold ſtrains that ſuit 
The ſweet lute's wanton ſtrings ; 

*Tis not from Eaton's harp or flute, 
That ſuch proud muſic ſprings : 


wy "Tis their's the dance—'tis their's the frowns to tell, 
'That on the lover's brows a tranſient moment dwell. 


Their's too—to celebrate the youths | 
That either fortune prove; 
That triumph in requited truth, 
Or plain of ſlighted love.— 
Such ſubjects wak'd the old Anacreon's fire, 
And ſuch the mournful notes of Sappho's lyre, 
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Oh, would the auſpicious power that reigns 
O'er the Caſtalian ſprings, | 
Give ME to move to tender ſtrains. 
The ſweetly murmuring ſtrings; 
I'D envy not the glories of the great— 
The ſtateſman's fame, the hero's brilliant fate. 


Enough for me the power to ſhew / 
The lovely Es charms, f 7 = 
Thoſe treſſes that luxuriant flow, 
Thoſe alabaſter arms ; 
Thoſe ſweetly-beaming eyes, that angel form, 
Thoſe ſmiles with love that every boſom warm ! 


To the Editor of the Salt-Box. 
SIR, | 


I DESIRE that the public may be inform- 
ed, thro' the channel of your paper, that 
Aſh. C, Efq. caſt for tranſportation on 
account of his travelling in maſquerade, and 
and thereby wantonly killing little Bobby 
Nobbs, by frightening him into a ſwill-tub, 
is, by order of the Secretaries: of State, re- 
moved to the hulks at Plymouth, and will 
ſoon fail with all his family, on Ward his 
own ſloop. the Miſbap. | 


He 


He takes out with him two carpenters ; an 
upholſterer convicted of petty larceny ; a 
man-midwife do, for ſtealing child-bed 
linen; a watch-maker do. for buying a 
watch, knowing it to be ſtolen ; two jockeys, 
for ſtopping a nobleman on the road to 
Newmarket, and who are to have the care 
of ſome horſes now on board ; two elderly 
ladies, for having five aces in their hands at 
brag ; and three young -men of rank, tor 
being found armed with ſix pair of loaded 
dice ! together with Martin, the Bath but- 
cher, removed from the King's Bench. 
Theſe, with proper attendants, and neceſſa- 
ries for the voyage, make up the comple- 
ment of the Miſhap, to whom God grant a 
Ipeedy paſſage to Botany Bay 


Your's, &c. 


The letter that accompanied this ſhall appear in our next. | 


TRE „ authorities” from Mr. Sleet, in ſupport of his 
opinion, were unneceſſary; as it had every attention paid to 
It. 

The lamentation of Mr. Dyſon is come to hand. 


The third repreſentation of Hamlet will be to-morrow. 
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EATON CHRONICLE: 


| THE SALT-BOX. 


SEPT. 20. 


TO LORD BELGRAVE.” 


ON THE CELEBRATION OF HIS BIRTH-DAY, , 


"A; WAKE, my Muſe, and joyful tune the Ie, 
Make theſe woods echo with their Bz&LGRAVE's 
name; 
Let love and gratitude thy ſtrains inſpire, 
Nor he diſdain from thee the meed of e 


4 


Can I forget, dear youth, to thee I owe 
The earlieſt tribute offer'd at my ſhrine? 
That from thy hand my richeſt treaſures flow, 
Treaſures, where genius ſparkles in each line!!! 
R This 
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This feſtal PA v, I gladly ſee each friend 
The welcome ſmile of gratulation wear ; 
And while on thee their eager looks they bend, 
A PARENT'S eye ſhews Pleaſure's trembling tear. 


Who can expreſs the joy his breaſt muſt feel, 
To ſee thy virtues all his care repay 3 

To ſee in early morn thy beams reveal 
The promis'd glory of thy coming day ! 


May every bleſſing fate on thee beſtow, 
That thought can reach, or fancy's dreams diſplay, 
And roſy health ſtill ſmile upon thy brow, 
When many a happy year has rolled away ! 


TRE SALT-BOX. 


The following Letter was found in the Cell of 
the unfortunate Convift, Aſh. C—, Efjq. 
directed to the Mayor of Cheſter. 


SIR, 


PrRurr me, by your aſſiſtance, to com- 
municate my humble thanks to all thoſe 
great perſonages, whom I durſt once call 
relations and friends ;—but now I baniſh 
the thoughts of all connection, being ſenſi- 
ble of the propriety of the arguments of my 
learned and able council, Mr, Eaton, that 
| the 
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the honour of the family was the object X | 
not the life of the priſoner. To the reſt of 


my council, my moſt hearty thanks are due ; 
as well to thoſe who ſpoke, as to thoſe who 
did not ; and who cautiouſly avoided there- 
by, the danger of ſaying any thing that 
might hurt my cauſe ; and particularly to 
the Chief Juſtice every acknowledgment is 
due, whoſe ſumining up the evidence gave 
full liberty to the jury to mitigate the ver- 
dict; ſhewing plainly, that poor Bobby 
Nobbs death was occaſioned by the ſiſter, 
and not the outlandiſh monſter. | 


But nevertheleſs, I muſt laſtl y thank the 
jury, for their ſpirited, and unbiaſſed beha- 
viour, preferring the good of the public to 


any individual whatever; for, ſeeing the 


morality of the multitude highly injured, 
by the frolics of the great, they determined 
to let me ſwing, tho' the child came to his 


untimely end, by an accidental tumble into 
a ſwill-tub, 


From my cell in the Caſtle priſon, 
ASH. C—, 
R 2 AN 
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Occafioned by a melancholy Event that took place in Germany. 
The Perſon alluded to, is now des in the Circular Mad- 
houſe, at Vienna. 


Hark! with what plaintive moans the ſhores reſound, 
Where Trieſte crowns the Adriatic main ! 

Now louder ſhrieks from the rude rocks rebound; 
Now murmurs ſweetly ſad are heard again. 


« Ah me! Eliza, ſay, why thus forlorn, 
You roam with naked foot theſe crags along ; 
Why thus, in youth's, in beauty's ſplendid morn, 
You weep, and rave, theſe conſcious wilds among? 


Theſe treſſes ſpare, that anguiſh-burſting breaſt 
No longer ſtrike with unrelenting hand— 
Toan rock with eager flight ſhe preſt, 
And on its threat'ning ſummit took her ſtand. 


Shudderin I faw—with haſty ſtep purſu'd, 

And reach d with pain the mountain's dang'rous height 
But ah! when reach'd, again ſhe had renew'd, 

With ungetpitting ſpeed, her wayward flight. 


Still I purſue, and ſtill purſuit evades , 
The alter'd fair, whom whilom I had ſeen 
In blooming health, beneath the village ſhades, _ 
Lead the gay dance, or on the meadow green, 


On as I preſs, an aged ſire appears, 
With wrinkled face, and hair of pureſt now, 
% And whither hieſt thou (cries, diſſolv d in tears) 
And whither hieſt thou, with that look of woe ;!“ 
A wretched 
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A wretched maid, O ſtranger, I purſue, 
Eliza once, but now a ſpectre pale; 

O could I know, and ſhare, the griefs, I knew, 1 

Haply to ſooth them might my cares avail! 


« Ah no, rejoin'd he; never can thy care 
Avail to ſooth the anguiſh of her breaſt.— 

From peace and happineſs to dread deſpair, 
Thus late.ſhe laps'd, and loſt for &er her reſt; 


Brief let me be. Tho' in youth's early prime, 
One infant daughter claim'd her anxious love; 
O how ſhe joy'd the flowery hills to climb 
With her ſweet charge, or pierce the tangled grove. 


The ſlighteſt noiſe awak'd Eliza's fears, 
A thouſand deaths ſhe ſaw in every wind: 
By day, by night, her eye ſuffus'd in tears 
Her Emma's face perus'd, and eas'd her mind. 
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Maternal cares, with joys maternal join'd, | 
Alarm'd, and charm'd by turns, her anxious breaſt ; 
With apprehenſion, love's exgeſs combin'd, 
Repaid her vigils, while it broke her reſt, 
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One morn ſhe gave her Emma, cruel chance! "0 

For herbs medicinal, a potion ſtrong 

Of deadly poiſon, which did quickly glance 
The burſting arteries, and veins along. 


The blooming cheek of the lov'd infant pales, T 
Her lip turns White, ſhe rolls her little eyes, 

She tries to ſpeak, her tremulous accent fails— 
Convuls'd ſhe faints, and agonizing dies. 
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Who can relate the frantic mother's woes ! 
At firſt ſhe's ſilent, then ſhe ſhrieks amain ; 

Wild, and more wild, the maddening tempeſt grows— 
Again ſhe's calm — ſhe ſhricks and raves again.“ 


Here paus'd the hoary ſire. Then ſadly groans, 
And fills with loud lament the liſtening air; 


With burſting heart J join my plaintive moans, 
And offer up with him the heart-felt prayer. 
The imperial mandates ſoon Eliza find, 
And to Vienna's diſmal TO W RR convey'd ; 
For e' er ſhe ſits in a ſmall cell confin'd, 
With twiſted ſtraws, and flowery wreaths array d. 


O'er her wan checks are ſorrow's faded hues, 
And melancholy marks her leaden eye; 


Her piteous plaint for ever ſhe renews, 
For ever drops a tear, or heaves a ſigh. 


The curious few that the lorn object ſee, 
Struck to the ſoul with penetrating grief, 
Stand motionleſs, till tears of ſympathy . 
Guſh from their eyes, and bring their ſoul 4 
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SON G. 


To-morrow, ye Muſes, the maid will be here; 
To-morrow content with my Anna appear! 

Strike your lyres to briſk meaſures that merrily move, 
And teach the glad echos to welcome my love. 


Sing 
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Sing her mein the perfection of grace and of eaſe; 
Sing her ſoft-heaving boſom the dwelling of peace; 
Sing her fair as the ſnow-drop, and pure as the dove, 
And teach the glad echos to welcome my love ! 


Sing the ſenſe, and the ſweetneſs that ſhine in her eye ; 
Sing her cheek, when with Damon ſtill dimpled with joy; 
Sing her voice, that ſo often has rung thro” the grove, 
And tun'd all its echos to pleaſure her love ! 


To-morrow, ye Muſes, your ſongs I require ; 
To-morrow, let each be prepar'd with her lyre ; 

Let the full voice of harmony warble, to prove 
The truth of the tranſports that welcome my love ! 


To the Editor of the Eaton Chronicle. 


You are right, ſir ; the © tranſlation” has 
appeared in print before; yet as the book 
that contained it, is not now to be met with, 
I do not think you will do an unacceptable 
thing to ſome of your readers, if you ſacrifice 
a corner of your paper to a little piece, as 
remarkable for its ſweet and elegant ſimpli- 
city, as for its faithfulneſs to the original. 


The author was one Relph, a clergyman 
of Cumberland, who publiſhed a {mall col- 
lection 
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lection of poems, chiefly in the dialect of 
that county, which have great merit, tho 
little known. | 


Ae time young Cupy, {weet-tuith'd fairy 
A hive owr-venterſome wad herryt, | 

A bee was nettled at the wrang 

And gave his hand a diſpert ſtang: 

It ſtounditt ſare, and fare it ſwell't— 

He ſtampt o'th'yirth, and pufft, and y'ell't 
And ſtraight away to mammy ſcour't, 
And held her't up, to blow't, and cur't ; 
Wondering fo feckleſs-like} a varmint, 
Shud have ſyke fearfu, mickle harm in't. 


She ſmirkt, and, pratha, ſed his mudder, 
Is not lyle$ Cupy ſyke anudder ? 
Yea, ſyke anudder varmint's he, 
A feckleſs-like, but fearfu' bee. 


On a. Þ plunder, f tingled and ſmarted. & fimple, innocent. || little, 


— mee — — 
— —— — 
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Tus lamentation of Mr. Dyſon, to-morrow. 


— 
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The fourth repreſentation to- night, at the uſual time. 
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SEP. 22. 
To the Editor of the SaLT-Box. 
SIR, 


LTHOUGH you have refuſed, and I 

think properly, to admit any account 

of the pERFORMERs of your ſociety, (ſince 

truth muſt be panegyric here) yet I hope you 

will have no objection to what has already 
appeared, | 


The following is taken verbatim from the 
Cheſter Chronicle of yeſterday, (the 2 1ſt) 
S and 
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and as it contains (beſides an enumeratior 
of the Dramatis Perſonz) a brief narrative of 
the celebration of Lord Belgrave's birth- 
day, a day that will long be remembered 
with pleaſure, I think it may, with propri- 
ety, be preſerved in the SALT-Bnox ; a pub- 
lication that bids fair to laſt as long, at leaſt, 
as any periodical work of its time. 


Extracſ from the Cheſter Chronicle, Sept. 2 1ſt. 


As the celebration of Lord Belgrave's 
coming of age, was intended to give an idea 
of old Engliſh magnificence and hoſpitality, 
great preparations were neceſſary. It was 
on this account that though the relatives, 
and more immediate friends, of the tamily, 
were aſſembled at Eaton-Hall ſo early as the 
twentieth of oo the pay was put off to 
the 2oth of September. The interval was 
paſſed in every amuſement that the country 
was ſuſceptible of hunting, ſhooting, &c. 
by day ; balls, concerts, &c. by night ; and, 
to give a zeſt to the whole, a play was got 
up and acted, at proper intervals. 


Whether 
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Whether it was chance or choice that led 
to Hamlet, we know not. Certain it is, that 
nothing could be more happily adapted to 
diſplay Lord Belgrave's wonderful powers! 
Alt is not poſlible to deſcribe the aſtoniſh- 
ment of the audience at ſeeing a nobleman - 
who never trod a ſtage before, move with all 
the grace and freedom of the moſt admired 
veteran performers. Added to this, his con- 
ception of the character was critically juſt, 
his expreſſion animated, and impaſſioned, 
and his whole voice and geſture every thing 
that the fondeſt admirer of Shak. 
could poſſibly wiſh. In every part hc was 
great, but in the cloſet ſcene with his mo- 


ther, and in his advice to the players, emi- 
nently ſo. 


Mils Groſvenor played the Queen in a 
ſtile of peculiar excellence; and Miſs Anne 
Bover Ophelia, with all the ſweet and affect- 
ing timidity ſo becoming to the character 
if to this we add a face beautifully expreſſive, 
and a voice charmingly harmonious, we ſhall 
allow (what ſeemed to be the general opi- 
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nion) that a better repreſentation of the fair 
Ophelia could not eaſily be found. | 


' Polonius was as well repreſented as ever 
we ſaw it on any ſtage, by Mr. T. Groſ- 
venor ; and the King, perhaps better, by Mr. 
R. Groſvenor ; nor ſhould the Marquis of 
Worceſter's Laertes, nor Mr. D. Groſvenor's 
Horatio, be ſuffered to paſs without praiſe. 


The farce was High Life Below Stairs. 
Lord Belgrave, and Mr. T. Groſvenor, 
played Sir Harry's and the Duke's ſervants, 
with admirable caricature and effect ; and 
Miſs Groſvenor and Mrs. Dicconſon, Lady 
Charlotte and Lady Bab, with ſpirit and hu- 
humour—Mitls Bover played Kitty with 
ſprightlineſs, and in ſome of her repartees 
was uncommonly happy; and Miſs Anne 
Bover, to ſhew the verſatility of her talents, 
undertook the little part of the cook, which, 
with incomparable ſpirit ſne brought for- 
ward, and made moſt laughably characteriſ- 
tic. The other parts were well ſupported, 
particularly Lovel's, by Mr. R. Groſvenor. 


As 
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As Faton-Hall is but four miles from 


Cheſter, and the citizens are almoſt all in the 
intereſt of Lord Groſvenor, it was appre- 
hended that the novse would be inſufficient 
to accommodate the numbers that might be 
inclined to honour him with their company. 
To obviate this, the principal inns, taverns, 
&c. IN THE CITY, were opened, and an ele- 
gant dinner provided for the principal 
tradeſmen, freemen, &c. to the number of 
eight hundred and upwards; and a large 
ox was roaſted on the Roudee (the race 
ground) which was nearly covered with bar- 
rels of ſtrong beer, for the numerous friends 
and well-wiſhers of the Houle of Eaton. 


At Eaton-Hall, the appearance was. moſt 


reſpectable ;—to enumerate names would be 
impoſſible, as there was ſcarce a nobleman 


or gentleman of. rank or fortune in this, or. 


the neighbouring counties, that did not at- 
tend to. felicitate his lordſhip and his ſon. 
The number that were entertained in the 


houſe, was about four hundred and twenty. 

To remark on the magnificence and abun- 

dance of the entertainment, would be ſuper- 
fluous. 
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fluous. After a few hours ſpent in hilarity 
and mutual congratulations, the company 
adjourned to the gardens, to a ball-room, 
capable of accommodating fixty couple. 
This was graced with as much beauty and 
elegance, as we ever recollect to have ſeen 
aſſembled on any occaſion. The dances 
were continued till day-break, and the com- 
pany ſeparated, perfectly ſatisfied with the 
magnificent hoſpitality of their noble hoſt, 
and joining in a cordial prayer for the proſ- 
perity of Hi and his ſon. 


In the intervals of dancing, ſome fire- 
works were played off, which, as the even-- 
ing was remarkably fine, had a very pleaſing 
effect. | 


But it was not Eaton-Hall and Cheſter 
alone, that felt the effects of the general joy: 
every part of his lordſhip's extenſive eſtate 
ſhared in it. At Upper and Lower Halkin 
(in Flintſhire) every public houſe was open- 
ed, and drank dry; and a large bonfire was 
lighted up on Moel y Caer, the moſt conſpi- 
cuous part of Halkin Mountain, where che 


\ 
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miners, &c. aſſembled in obſtreperous and 
heart-felt mirth.—Nor were the tenants of 


Llannarmon and Minera forgot, nor thoſe of 


all the hamlets and villages around Faton- 
Hall. At Cheſter, and in the pariſhes 
around, the day was uſhered in by ringing 
of bells in every church, and all ſeemed: to 
proclaim that the joy was univerſal. 


: 


"or 
THE LAMENTATION OF MR. DYSON, 
ON QUITTING EATON-HALL. 


AD1Ev, ye woods! from whoſe deep — © towers 
Eaton's lov'd manſion, where, ah me! ſo late 

J paſs'd deliciouſly, my careleſs hours, 

A glad partaker of the BELGRA ve fete. 
Each rich repaſt with eye delighted view'd, 
With every diſh's ſtore my plate I crown'd ; 
Each flowing bowl with eager hand purſu'd, 

And puth'd the bottle with reluQance round. 


What tho' unbluſhingly I ſeiz'd a place 

At th' upper board, in preference to all ! 
Vet ſure ſuperior ſenſe, form, beauty, grace, 
Give me of every Eaton gueſt, the wall. 


Twas envy made thoſe giddy, boys and girls 

Tie to the coat, that newly I had bought, | 
An odious ſquib, that whirls, and whirls, and whirls, 
With deadly matter of combuſtion fraught, 


What 
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What tho'I roſe a coMErT in the air, 

And with my fiery tail each nymph appall'd ; 
What tho' the ſparkles ſiing'd my flowing hair, 
And briny tears my cheeks of beauty gaul'd ! 


Yet gentle Abigail i is ſtill my friend ; 
Still gentle Abigail adorns my frame; 
This ſtitches up my coat, that ſtrives to mend 
My tatter'd Irofemes*-—ſoft n name. 


*Tis paſt ! My dignities are gone, are fled; 
My happineſs is oer! No longer now, 
With richeſt viands am I hourly fed, 


No more for me the ſparkling 1 _ | 


Tho! to the lower regions baniſh'd, long 
With Abigalian ornaments, and love, 

I toy'd ſupreme ; yet driven from them among, 
I wander now, like the unmated dove. 


* Mr, Dyſon i is a Lingo 3 we would ſay, a ou. | 


To the Editor of the Eaton Chronicle. 


SIR, 


Tux following paper was found laſt 
night, in the paſlage leading from the ſaloon 
to the breakfaſt-room. It appears to be a 
fragment of a diary; and, from the circum- 
ſtances mentioned in it, can be that of no 

other 
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other than the Rev. G. T.“ Whether it was 
accidentally, or intentionally dropt near the 
Salt-box, I cannot tell ; however, I hold it 
to be too excellent a production to be thrown 
by; more eſpecially, as it contains a ſyſtem- 
atic line of houſehold ceconomy, which may 
be uſeful to any family. 


« Tueſday, 19. Roſe at fix.” (This, in- 
deed, does not apply to the above-mentioned 
reverend perſonage: it might, however, be 
occaſioned by his anxiety relative to the din- 
ner he was to preſide over that day at Al- 
ford.) © Found every body aſleep - could 
not help ſwearing at them.“ This again, is 
moſt unlike the reverend gentleman ; how- 
ever, nemo mortalium omnibus boris ſapit.. 


« Fat a hearty breakfaſt—thought I 
looked ſpruce—told Mr. Samuel he had ſuc- 
ceeded in dreſſing me—had not time to ſay 
my prayers—relolved to purloin ten minutes 
out of my next night's reſt for that purpoſe 
---aſſiſted in the kitchen—propoſed a ſtew, 
which, after a good deal of diſcuſſion, was 


_ rejeted—houſekeeper made a motion, that 


the 
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the paties ſhould be variegated, that is, af 
different ſizes ; carried—dinner well dreſſed, 
and pleaſed the company; that's good.” 


Every body in high ſpirits Mr. Dy- 
ſon, of Cheſter, no {mall help to mirth—a 
queer {on of a — Ned D. Proteſlor H. and 
Mr. G. ſaid they liked my wine, and demon- 
rated their affection to it, by not quitting 
1t till three in the morning—Mrs, D. preſi- 
ded at their table; was told ſhe left the party 
about two, and was not known to make any 
great diſturbance at Eaton: heard that 
about four o'clock, nothing was to be ſeen 
there but ſhirts and ſhits, glancing like 
phantoms, over the houſe—all rouſed from 
their ſilent beds by the three gentlemen be- 
fore-mentioned, who, it ſeems, did every 
thing that was indecorous—0 tempora ! O 
mores? N. B. They were backed by 
Captain G, 


« Forgot to purloin the ten minutes from 
my night's reſt—relolved to do it the next 
opportunity. N. B. Four bottles of wine 
drank in the large room—twenty-five in 

125 the 
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the ſmall one—prodigious drinkers! Mem. 
to have an eye in future to Mr. and Mrs. 
D. Profeſſor H. and Mr. G.—Cook regular 
in her accounts - caſt them up before I went 
to bed. Geo. Talbot thought I looked a 
little queer when I came to the wine in the 
little room. Hemm'd it oft---Slept but ſo, 
ſo. | | 

«* Wedneſday 20. Took a doſe of falts 
early in the morning”—(as this paper is 
ſubmitted to to the public eye, we have 
taken the liberty of paſſing over two or 
three memorandums here, which, though 
extremely proper for the diary of a valetu- 
dinarian, may as well not go any further) 
—*« found myſelf very light and well in 
conſequence of it- made an excellent din- 
ner told Lady H. ſhe looked bewitchingly oy Hunted 1 
— Sir Thomas ſtared---whiſpered Lady 1 
Kenyon that her ſhoes” --- plura deſide- 
rantur. | 


QUERIST aſks why we do not produce a ſheet every 
morning, as we did at the firſt eſtabliſhment of our paper ? 
We reply, becauſe our friends do not furniſh us with the 
materials, as at that time. We ſay not this to reproach 


them, 
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them, as they have lately been ſufficiently engaged, thought 
we could have wiſhed that ſome of their /ighter avocations 
had given way to a deſire of diſtinguiſhing themſelves in 
our paper. This too, ſeems to have been the wiſh of the 
SALT-BOX, from whom we have been favoured with 4 
remonſtrance, which ſhall appear to-morrow, and which, at 
an earlier period, would hardly have failed of effect. 


The laſt repreſentation but one, will be this evening; 
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THE SALT-BOX, 


SEPT. 25, 


LL that is neceſſary to be prefixed to 
the following pathetic addreſs, is, that 
every event it alludes to, is ſpecified in the 
foregoing papers ; unleſs, indeed, it be the 
marvellous active © leaping of Mr. G. which 
is {till remembered with horror, by his com- 
panions in that perilous voyage, ſo worthily 
recorded in our igth and 14th Numbers; 
and which they are ſtill prayed to bear in 
mind, „ tho' it be not written down.” 
* THE 
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| THE TEARS OF THE SALT-BOX. © . 


« Lament in verſe, lament in proſe, 
« With ſalt tears trickling down your noſe, Þ | 
My miſerable fall ; Ws 5 
I that was late ſo pert, and vain, 
Muſt change to grave, the flippant ſtrain 
Adieu! God bleſs you all ! 4A 


Can none remember ? Yes, I know 

| All can, all do——the vivid glow 

; bf That roſe at—* heat him! hear! 

q 4” 7 rf Q When G, with important look, | 

The Sal r- Box from his pocket took, | 
And turn'd about his chair. 


Now all is chang'd. Content you ſit, 
And hear dull facts, for ſprightly wit, 
Nodding to th” gen'ral hum; 
IE» | While G watches every eye, 
And waits in vain to hear you cry, + N 
«© When wil the SALT-BOX comet” | 


Ve all are ſufferers, truſt me, fair; Non 
Who now ſhall make your charms his care, 
And frame the rapturous laß? 13" 
Who, watchful waſte the midnight oil. Wh 
O'er painful proſe, when all his toil 1 J 
There's NOTHING to diſplay ? | 


Af (224 „ M naw may wake the lyre 
To ſounds that every heart inſpire 
With harmony and joy ; 
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And tuneful H ſing in vain, 
And ſoft El. join the ſtrain— 
Their notes but fouth—and dir? 


ö hf K. Ger. & And vainly Em faiſe alarms 


In many a breaſt, and B charms 

O'er half the foreſt bloom 
And A's, ſweet fs bewitching wie, 
The unſuſpeRing heart beguile 

Of all its peace to come. 


And gentles! ye are ſufferers too: 


For all ye ſay, and all ye do, 
Drops dead-born, (to be frank) 
Ye wake, ye fleep,-no friendly pen 
Records your life ye wake again, 
And ſtill tis all a BLANK ! 


Who now, when pouring o'er the plain, 
With hound and horn, ye ſpoil the grain, 
And cars and HEDGE-HOGS worry; 
Or when, more venturous ſtill, ye brave 
In a frail bark, the wind, and wave, 
Who ſhall record your glory! 
The Captain now, with careleſs air, 
May toy with ſprightly B——'s hair, 
The while his poſt he quits : 
And G leap with all his might, 
To ſhew his clumſineſs, and fright 
The ladies into fits. 


Well-natur'd WL too, may row, 
And HA. proſe, his Greek to ſhew, 
And BOTH may ſwear in vain : 
S 2 


il 
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* 4.4 th {ca And D2— look 3 out, 
MT Velm x And modeſt E make a doubt 
About the uſe of rain. 


Poor Porden too, his fall may wail ; 
And Dyſon ſhew his fiery tail 
Amidit the gen'ral grin ; 
* "A ov * And C mount his hooded horſe, 
ö nach 77. et And impious waſps, without remorſe, 
: Aſſault the parſon's chin. 


But thou, O BELGRAVE ! chief of all, 
Haſt cauſe to deprecate my fall, 

For thou wert oft my theme; 
Nor did I e'er ſuch pleaſure find, 
As when I held a verſe conſign'd 

To thy much honour'd name. 


Who now will ſing, in heart-felt ſtrains, 
The triumph of thy native plains 
At thoſe auſpicious days ; 
When the rude bards no longer hope 
The SALT-Box will its boſom ope 
To their incondite lays! 


And truſt me, youth, theſe good 0LD HALLS 
Have oft re-echo'd round their walls 
The voice of general mirth ; 
And oft thy s1REs have brought along 
Relations, friends, a numerous throng, 
To celebrate their birth. 


And oft around the joyous board 
The nut- brown bowl, with nectar ſtor'd, 
Has walk'd from oy to "me N 


But 
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But fate forbade theſe times to laſt— 


The laugh, the ſong, the triumph, paſt, 
Like ſummer clouds away. 


Oft, oft ERE THIS, has Eaton ſeen 
Diſporting o'er her flowery green, 
Gay youths, and blooming maids ; 
And lips, and cheeks, of roſeate hue, 
And humid eyes of ſapphire blue, 
Adorn her ſacred ſhades, 


Sweet maids—ye fair ones! haply known 

For charms unequall'd, ike your own; 
But ah ! unlike their lot; 

In vain was youth's, was beauty's pride, 

They had no SALT-Box, and they dy d; 
They dy'd, and were forgot! 


While ye, when Time's relentleſs hand, 

Shall level all Six THoMaAs plann'd, 
And level all it muſt ; 

Preſerv'd in my immortal page, 

Shall flouriſh {till from age to age, 
Triumphant o'er the duſt. 


And cannot thoughts like theſe, inſpire 

The generous wiſh, the warm deſire, 
To graſp at higher praiſe ? 

O, fatal apathy of fame! 

Content but half to raiſe your name, 
But half content to pleaſe ! 


By way of Poſtſcript—yet a word; 
You have ſome intereſt with my Lord, 
(The ladies always had) 
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Pray aſk him to avert my fate—— 
To ſink me to my former ſtate 
Would be to drive me mad. 


Even now I hear, or ſeem to hear, 

The buz of triumph, far and near—— 
And lo! at my return, 

The pots and pans their ſtation quit, 

And grow profane“ my fall to twit, 
With more envenom'd ſcorn. 


« SALT-Box ! what, after all this fuſs, 
« Art thou brought low, like one of us, 
And doom'd to ſervile uſes? 
«« Vain fool ! thou faid'{t « I will aſcend 
} To the ſaloon“ now ſee, what end, 
| | « O'er-weening pride produces! 
« All the Salt-boxes left below, 
« Enjoy their place in peace, while THo, 
« Spurn'd by thy quondam friends, 
«« Shalt in ſome dirty hole be jamm'd, 
« Stript of thy new braſs lock, and cramm'd 
« With ſtinking candle ends,” 
- * Profane indeed ! We have thrown together all the paſſages theſe irre- 


verent © pots and pans” feem to have had in their eye; merely for the ſa- 
tisfaction of our readers, and without the moſt diſtant idea of giving any 


ſanction to theſe ſort of parodies, 
Ifaiah. Hell from beneath is moved to meet thee at thy coming; 
they ſhall ſpeak and ſay unto thee, | R 


« Art thou alſo become weak as we; art thou become like unto us ? 
« Thou ſaid'ſt in thy heart, I will aſcend into Heaven. 


« Allthe kings of the earth, even all of them, ſie in glory; every one in 
his own houſe - but chou art caſt out like an abominable branch.“ 


O let 
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. - Olet him fave me from theſe taunts, 

And lock me up, far from the haunts - 
2 x Of kitchen maids, and cooks ; | 
So ſhall I on fore future day, IO y 
When you return, my thanks repay 


Extract of a Letter from Litchfield. 


WE have the pleaſure of acquainting you, 
that by the indefatigable induſtry, and ap- 
plication to the Secretaries of State, Mr. 
Pitt, Privy Council, and even Majeſty itſelf, 
of Earl Groſvenor, Baron Scarſdale, Marquis 
of Worceſter, Lord Belgrave, &c. &c. &c. 
and a multitude of his female relations and 
acquaintance, ſupported by the unremitting 
activity of Captain Groſvenor, his brother 
Robert, and Counſellor Eaton, His Majeſty's 
FREE pardon has been obtained for Aſh. 
C——, Eſq. and he, and his family, are re- 
turning from Plymouth, to enjoy the good 
things on this ſide the Atlantic. Only un- 
fortunate, that he had not been liberated a 
few days before, that they might have aſ- 
| ſiſted 
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ſiſted at the feſtival held at Eaton-Hall, un- 
der the auſpices of Lord Groſvenor, in con- 
ſequence of his ſon coming of age. 


— — 


Tux laſt repreſentation of HAMLET will be to-morrow. 


NUMBER XX. 
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EATON CHRONICLE: 


THE SALT-BOX, 


TERN Fate decrees ! my recent honours fall 
Let then my tears, my guſhing tears have vent; 
The cook indignant, tears me from the wall, 
By ruthleſs mandate of Rigbina ſent. 


No more o'er me the enraptur'd Muſe ſhall bend, 
No more my breaſt with magic fires ſhall glow ; 
No more-ſhall * * * his brighteſt ſallies lend, 
No more ſhall wit its choiceſt ſmiles beſtow ! 


But why, ah, why ! deſerted, and forlorn, 
Am I thus doom'd to ſhare a vulgar fate 


I that reveal'd, full many an anxious morn, 


Thoſe mental treaſures that can never ſate ? 
T That 
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That to far diſtant ages ſhall be borne 
On the ſtrong pinions of eternal fame, 

When their ſad offspring ſhall THOSE PARENTS mourn, 
That gave to immortality my name. 


Yet well I ween, Rigbina loves me not: 
Shield me, O ſhield me ! from her baneful ire, 
Let me nt now be thrown i' th' fink” to rot, 
Or blaze, a martyr, in the kitchen fire. 


But ſure fome guardian angel will reſtrain 
The bold aſſaulter of my ſacred frame: 
So in my much-lov'd corner ſhall I reign 
And give each autumn to an egual fame, rr 


What tho unknown beneath a cook-maid's care, 
A plain, unornamented box I ſtood ; 

Yet ſay, what hand profane ſhall raſhly dare 
To injure now my conſecrated wood ! 
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FAREWELL TO EATON. 


ADDRESSED TO LORD GROSVENOR, 


FAREWELL, ye groves ; farewell pellucid waves, 
Where oft th' Enthuſiaſt dips his facred lyre ! 
Whoſe voice melodious, (trains divine, inſpire 

Each liſtening ear that in thy boſom laves. 


Ah! that to me was given the harmomous power, 
To rife like him on Fancy's painted wing 
Then might I hope more worthy gifts to bring. 

And deck the Muſes' ſhrige with many a flower. on 

1 ; e 
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Like ſome poor bird I flit from ſpray to ſpray : 

To ſoar aloft, to ene the Muſe denies ; 

And ſee! the imperial eagle as he flies, _ 
Waves his broad pinions to the God of Day ! 
But TMoU, the owner of this fair domain, 

Wilt not refuſe, an humble bard to hear; 


For by the generous mind, the modeſt tear 
Falls not unheeded on the thirſty plain. 


Accept my thanks tis all my power can give, 
For kind attentions many a happy day, 
Beneath thy roof where mirth delights to ſtay, 

Where wit and ſenſe thy foſtering care receive. 


— ——  —— — — 
To the Editor of the SaLT-Box. 


SIR, 


Tu fatal moment draws near, and to- 
morrow we bid a long adieu to Eaton-Hall. 
Converſing on the melancholy ſubje& after 
breakfaſt, we agreed to write, each of us, a 
farewell ſtanza to the ſociety we have ſo 
long, and ſo happily enjoyed. If you will 
admit them into your Chronicle, they will 
be a laſting proof, (not, indeed, of our poe- 
tical abilities, but of what we are at preſent 

1T 2 0 much 
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much more anxious to diſplay) our SIN= 


CERE REGRET. 


We are, Mr. Editor, your 's, &c. &. 


MM Bret 4 
G E— C7 4 


H 0 
F. D. G. e 
8— D. 
M— B. 
A— B. 


=== 


FAREWELL TO EATON-HALL, 


AND ITS PLEASANT SOCIETY. 


To bid adieu to Eaton-Hall, 

The painful taſk is our's— 

And ſee ! the heavens our ſorrow ſhare, 
And melt like us in ſhowers. 


Omnes, 


— — 


Ah me! what grief I feel within, 
Could I that grief impart ! 
But wgrds are weak, when to expreſs _ 


The feelings of the heart. 


i 
* . 4 ' 
&F JY 4 


* 
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Alas! all now muſt ſilent be, 
The happy time is oer 

But yet I truſt another year 
Will have freſh joys in ſtore. 


J do not wiſh to write a word; 
For ſilence, I've been told, 

Expreſſes oft more clearly woe, 
Than words can e'er unfold. 


No longer, Hamlet, ſhall I hear. 
| Thy voice, melodious ſweet 
J leave behind me Eaton-Hall, 
Where mirth and pleaſure meet, 


Lov'd manſion ! tho' we bid thee now farewell 
Yet ſhall we oft thy friendly roofs recall, 

And fond remembrance {till delighted dwell, 
Oa the bleſt hours we ſpent at Eaton-Hall. 


For there reign'd love, and peace, and innocence ; 
There, all that joy, that rapture could impart ; 

There wit, there humour flaſh'd ; there ſober ſenſe 
Play'd round the fancy, while it touch'd the heart, 


Yet one reflection ſtill remains, to cheer 
The gloomy moments we at parting prove : 
That we, and all, may meet the coming year, 
Repeat our pleaſures, and renew our love. 
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